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A GOOD BOY'S DIARY. 



HE AIDS IN SUPPORTING HIS WIDOWED MOTHER. 

My name is John. I am knone in this naborhood as the 
good boy. My mother is very proud of her little son, 
who has always tride to be good. I do not suppose there 
was ever a gooder boy of my age ; every morning when I 
am dressing and letting the hot water run so that Margret 
will not have it to wash her dishes, I say to myself, 
"Jonny, you must be better still to-day than you wir 
yesterdy " — if I ever fale, it's because I try not to. I have 
read a great menny good Sundy-school books, an I mean 
to be like those ecselent little boys who die urly ; this is 
my ame in life. My mother says a boy canot begin too 
urly to have an ame in life ; she says make a good resolu- 
shun an stick to it. I resolfed a month ago to kill 
Mr. Bunner's cat that houls at night so my mother canot 
sleep, an I have amed everything in our nursery at her, so 
my little sister's playthings have all gone one after the 
other out the third story window on top that cat, but she 
will not kill. I thot I had her sure the day I herled Daisy's 
new toy piano at her, but she escaped ; it would have been 
a severe blow had it hit her, for it dashed the piano into a 
*duzen pieces. I mean to keep on till my ame in life is 
surer, if I have to send my sister's plahouse where her 
blox have gone. 

The cat is a small matter compared with other things I 
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8 A Good Boy^s Diary. 

have resolved to do. Last week I read a book about a 
haf orfan boy who supported his poor sick widdode mother 
an six little sisters and brothers, none of them over four 
years of age — he was nine — so I resolved I wood leave 
school unknown to my mother, an be a cash boy in a store. 
How surprised she would be when I brot home my week's 
wages ! For my mother is also a widdow. I am all she 
has to love except my little sister Daisy, three and a half 
years old. She tells me we are not poor nor rich — we 
have enough to live nicely an keep Margaret to help us, 
but I felt I ought to be doing sumthing like that poor haf 
orfan child I read of. I tride to get a place in several 
large stores, but they told me I must bring her ritten 
consent. I cood not do that, for she would know all, so I 
thot and thot what els I cood do. I had a five dollar gold 
piece my uncle gave me on Christmas, so the 2d day I 
staid out of school I bought out a boot blacks stand way 
down by the 23 street ferry, because you know a person 
cannot go into bisnes for hisself without capitol — uncle 
said so. 

It rained pritty hard the day I bought it, but I kep 
under the roof an did not get very wet. Mike he staid 
by as he promised to black the boots till I lerned how to 
do it nisely. He kep all the first days reseats for doing 
the work, he was so very kind and soshul. He tol me a 
good menny things about very bad boys I did not kno 
before. At dark he took the box an brushes home so my 
mother wood not dreme I was working to suport her like 
a noble little fellow. The next day was cold an windy. 
Prity soon Mike came back ; he did not bring the box an 
brushes, but he brot a suit of ragged dirty close, wurs^ 
you never saw in your life, about my size ; ses he, " Jonny 
come behind these boards an put on these close — your own 
are too nice ; nobody will beleve you are a working boot 
black with those fine close," so he helped me put on the 
raggid one. Then he cot up my suit an he put his tung 
to his cheek the rudest way an then he cut an run an 
hidid, an thats the las I saw of Mike. I wated for him to 
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Aids in Supporting his Widowed Mother. 9 

come back tho I was shivering dreadfully, till about 4 
o'clock a big poleesman took hold my sholder. 

" What's your name, young man ? " 

"John Jones junior," I answered. 

" Then you are the chap I am after," says he, 

"What for? "says I. 

"For running away from school three days, an word 
sent to your mother you were not there, an she crying an 
moning over her lost boy." 

" Ho ! I am not losted," said I grately disgusted, " I am 
only urning a onest living for my little sister an my 
widdode mother," but he gurked me an walked me along 
very fast ; so quite a crowd folloed us an I felt ashamed. 
I hope they did not think such a good boy had done any- 
thing rong ; only I was sorry to see my mother so pale an 
ecsited when I reched home. 

She took my close off with the tongs an tol Margret 
to burn them right away ; then she put me in a hot 
bath an gave me some medsun for my cold ; all the 
time she sort of groned, " O Jonny, jonny, to think of 
my good boy a doing so ; " but I told her how I came 
to do it, so she kind of laffed and cride together. 

She did not whip me the next morning becaus I was 
so horse she did not like to make me horser crying, but 
she talked to me very swetely how I must not go into 
bisnes until I had finished school when my uncel wood 
get me a sutable place. 

I was sick in bed three days an obliged to remane in 
the house two more. I had to wear my sundy sute on 
account of Mike having my other one till I was well 
enough to go to be fitted. I think a boy feels he mus 
behave better in his sundy close ; besides when I was 
sitting up I /ead anuther ecslent book about a brave little 
boy who reskude his little sister from drowning when the 
ice broke when she was skating. My mother has alwas 
told me, " Jonny, when you read of brave an noble dedes 
you mus resolf you will imitate them." So I did. 

Daisy is too small to skate, so it stands to reason I 
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cood not resku her that way, but I cood some other just 
as well ; an I resolfed to imitate that brave, brave boy in 
order that my mother might clasp me in her arms an 
thank me for saving her little darlings life like the parent 
in the book did. 

I stole sofly to the bath-room, turned on the cold water 
fasset til the tub was briming full — a little run over an 
soked the carpet, but I wiped it up with the towls, then I 
coaxed Daisy to come an see my boat sail, an when she 
was looking at the boat I tumbled her in head first I tell 
you she was pritty nearly drowned when I fished her out, 
but I reskude her. 

They had to send for the doctor before she fully sur- 
vived, but he saved her. It is strange that parens will 
give there children good advise an then hartlessly whip 
them for following it. I supose my mother got out of 
temper becaus Daisys new kate greenway dress was 
spoiled by the water. 

My mother's whipings wood make you laugh when I 
wear her old bussle inside my nickerbockers ; so the nex 
day I thot of a much better way I could resku my dear 
little sister than that other brave boy did ; cause I read in 
the paper how a Heroik Fireman saved a child from the 
forth story windo of a burning house. Our house was not 
burning an our nursry was only in the third story ; it has 
bars acrost the windows so we cant fall out. I worked 
fathefuly when no one was in the room an lade my plans 
to make a sure thing of it. I think I succeeded very well 
indeed for a child of nine — the Fireman was Grone up — I 
removed two those bars by hard labor, then I got the 
closeline out the landry an waited a chanse to resku my 
little sister from the fire. 

All was still, it was the dead of night, shrill screams 
rang on the midnite air. a policeman rang the bell like 
he wood gurk it down, my mother sprang from bed, 
throwed a dressing gownd around her, rushed down stairs. 
" Who is it > " said she thru the kehole. 

** You'd better let me in without delay," ansers he. 
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She knu his voice and let him in, for he was the offiser 
on our beet witch we often spoke to. he did not stop, but 
flue up one flite of stares after another, my mother follode. 
sunthing told her all was not rite, he seemed to know the 
way by instinct for he rushed strait to the nursry door and 
threw it open. 

The room was choke full of smoke, he did not stop to 
put it out but made a dart for the window an seesed the 
closeline from my hands in the rudest way. 

" Fire ! fire ! " cried mother, but I camly told her she 
mus not be aggitated, the fire was only some paper an 
blox burning on Daisy doll's stove, an our preshus darling 
was saved, good as a fireman could ?ave her. 

The poliseman he looked out the window then he 
looked at me. 

** IVe alwas heard, jonny, you was the good boy of our 
block," said he, " an now I kno it. You are too good to 
live," says he, " an if I was your mother Ide see you dyed 
young. Just come here Mrs. Jones,'* he added, "an look 
down there ! " 

When she looked she give a sort of screme an fainted 
away, so I had to call Margret to come an get the 
camfor. I supose my mother was overjoid to see I had 
let Daisy all the way down safe, without droping her once, 
nor the closeline had not broke tho Margret persists it is 
very rotten — there the little crechur stood in the back 
yard, in her little bare feet and her white nightgown, 
sobbing as if her heart would break, but safe and sound 
as any Fireman could do it. 

I St he put some water on the fire, an then he went 
down to the basement and got my little sister I had saved. 
This is twice in one week I have safed her life. My 
mother says Daisy shall sleep with her after this ; she is 
very glad I shall be well enough to return to school 
raonda ; a bright, active boy shut up in the house is wursc 
than a syclone, she says — they were never meant to live in 
fore walls ; her Jonny tries to be a nice, quiet child, but 
his spirits overflo. 
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" So do the bath-tubs, an the wash-boles, an the vinegar 
casks when he is around," says Margret, spitefully; "for 
my part, I ruther take care of a reel bad boy than such an 
awfle good one." 

That is because Margret is mad, just becaus I read in 
an ecslent english tale how servants ought not to have 
followers, an Margret has i. I told her what it said, but 
she paid no attention. The next time it was his night 
to come, I got up an dressed myself and went to the 
kitchen when I heard the clock strike nine. I took my 
book along, and read them what it said. 

" Mind your affaire, Master Jonny," says he, " an 
I'll mind mine. This isn't england — this is a free 
country." 

So I had my labor for my panes ; but a truly good 
child ought not to be discuradged at one failure. The 
next Sunday when he come sneking down the ary steps I 
was there making snoballs, an I said : 

" I am very sorry Margret got tired of wating an went 
to church." 

it was an awfle joke on the fellow when she was sitting 
in the kitchen all fixed up to go with him. I wood not 
have done it only I heard piother say she was afrade she 
wood lose Margret before long, then she did not know 
what she wood do for a fatheful comptent girl. I do not 
want her to lose her girl she has had two years. 

I had a nice long talk with my mother last evening 
after Daisy was in her bed. She explaned to me how it 
wood not do to be too good — only jus good enough for 
this world, you know, John ; so when you read about these 
wonderful good children you mus not imitate them unles 
you are sure you will do no harm, my son. So I prom- 
mised her I wood be careful an not do it. To-day I read 
about a fellow of my age an size he had his little sister on 
the pavement on his sled an aferoshus dog <:ome along an 
wood have bitten the little girl very badly had not her 
brave brother kep him off with the sled an his sister be- 
hind him till a poliseman came up an shot the dog ; sure 
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enough when I had Daisy out for a ride on my sled a big 
cross dog came along ; then I membered what my mother 
had said, not to be too good like those boys we read of, 
so I ran off so as not to be a Hero an the dog bit my little 
sister quite severely. 
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14 A Good Boys Diary. 



II. 

A CAT IN THE DUMB WAITER. 

I DO not know how it is that the gooder I am the more I 
am blamed. Sometimes I get discourridged an wish I 
was bad as some boys I could menshun. We have a new 
girl. Margret is gone, of coarse johnny made her go. 
The new girl brakes the dishes terribly, she cant cook 
worth a cent, but she has no folloer for a very good reson 
she is a one ide girl with a skar on her neck. Mother has 
to do haf the work ; she does not like it, espeshly as her 
sister, my Ant Alice, is coming tomoro to stay a month. 
She is not married, about 19, dresses to fits an as kind to 
me as she can be. If she were not coming I should not 
try to be good any more I am so disgusted they blamed 
me for Margrets going away. I am sure I didn do one 
thing to make her leave us the way she did. I never 
spoke once. Mr Mc gee he came the next night, witch 
was Monday, becaus she was not at church when he went 
there about eight oclock as she was sprinklin the close to 
iron the following day. I happened to see him when he 
went down the ary steps because I was in our vestibule on 
thewach to throw a soked snoball at Willy Grant. 

Pritty soon I went in the dining-room, oiled the pulleys 
of the dumb waiter, crep in an pushed it very softly down, 
by wigling it with my feet. When it landed I opened the 
door about i inch to survay the seen, all was quiet along 
the potomac. mr. mc gee he sat by one end of the range, 
margret she sat by the other, there was a rousing fire 
enough to ruin us in coal : they both looked at the redhot 
griddels as if they never saw them before, after about 
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half a nour he said, very loud and sudden, " Hem ! *' then 
she coffed behind her hand. They didn say enything 
more for a long while. I wondered if that was the way 
girls had folloers. I began to get tired of their sayin 
nothing, the dum waiter was rather close quarters ; I tried 
to make it go up but it wood not budge, so I did not like 
to come out for fear margret wood be mad I had been 
there all that time. 

Bout nine o'clock mr mc gee spoke agen ; he said 
" hem " rather louder than before an margret she coffed 
agen, at that he hiched his chair closer to hers about a 
foot. 

About that time a cat mewed in the dum waiter. 

*' Ive had my wages riz " ssid mr mc gee. 

*' Indeed " says margret, " then I spose yes'U be thinkin 
of axin Biddy Bawn to stan up wid ye before long." 

" Faix taint Biddy ide ax," said he, hiching his chair 
agen : the cat' mewed a little louder. " Ide a letted yees 
knew las night if that botherin, blatherin master jonny 
hednt misled me, margret, darlin." 

'' He's the plage of me life, that boy is ! Sure, I think 
I'll have to lave me place on acount o* him.'* 

'* Yu better lave it on acount o' me, Maggy darlin," 
says he shily, kickin his chair agen. 

" Get out, you, patrick Mcgee," she said slaping him on 
the cheek an laffing. 

" No girl slaps me in the face wid impunity," says he. 

I gess they wood heve had a serius quarl the way they 
were begining to akt, only just then the cat mewd that 
friteful. As soon as she could stop quarling Margret 
said : 

" That old cat of Mr. Bunners must a got in, someway- 
Howly moses, she mus be in the dum waiter ! Go, pat, 
an get her out an throw her in the strate, av ye plaze." 

He came to grab the cat an there I was ! 

She was so mad she cride ; she called me a " mane 
little avesthropper," an then she went up stares an give 
my mother warning. So she's marrid to Mr Mcgee now ; 
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but I was not rude or saucy to her — If I could have made 
the dum waiter go up I wood. 



My ant Alice came last week ; my, she's a stunner, 
langtry bang, grate blue ize, two tea gowns, lots of hand- 
some close ; she has been told, she says, that I am a 
moddle boy. She thinks I will be a good eel of comfort 
to her wile she is here ; she likes to have a young gentleman 
to wait upon her. I am sure I will try to do all I can for 
her. 

The new girl has gone because she boiled the potatose 
in the coalskuttle to save washing the kettle. Margret is 
back to remane with us till the first of May ; her husban 
has let her come if my mother will help her furnish a room 
when she goes away. 

I am wild with joy that mother has promised we shall 
go in the country an board for the summer. I think I see 
hie times ahead. I am showing Ant Alice the lions of 
New York, the ones at Central Park an the ones at the 
garden, she said she would like me to take her to see 
the dudes. We walked up an down fifth avenue an she 
smiled to see them, she said they were more amusing than 
the other animals. 

We are having considrabul company sinse she came, 
young ladies calling, an young gentlemen to spend the 
evening. Mother does not wish me to sit up but I con- 
trive to hide most every evening. I have been reading a 
.wise book for children, it says a boy can be told by the 
company he keeps, so I try hard to keep all the good 
company I can. Ant Alices beaus are ecslent company, 
so I stay up as late as possibel. is not that the right 
thing to do 1 I feel I am improving by this coarse. 

Anty is a grate walker ; she is not afraid of the wether. 
Yesterday she met me coming from school an we took a 
nice walk. The wind blew, but we did not care. A 
young man about a rod in front of us his hat blew off, 
it roled swiftly along toward us, it was fun alive to see 
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! him get his hat, for every time he stooped to grab it up 

it wasn't there. 

'*Novv Joniiy you must each it when it reches us," said 

Alice, trying not to smile ; so I cot it as it bumbled up 

to us a roling on its rim like it was a wheel, but the wind 

j looped round the corner the street jus then, so it took a 

'. turn before I got hold the pesky thing, an went right 

under a wagon was coming along ; but I got it at last 

after the wheels had past over it. 

" O my, don't it look like an accordeon ? " I asked him 

i when he came up an got it 

* " Yes," he answered, " I think I shall have to keep it 

for a opera hat." 
t ^ He looked at my ant but she hurried on. 
I " Where did you get that long string, Jonny ? " she. 

i asked me a minit later. 

I I purtended not to hear ; she did not know I had 

lassode the young man's hat Thare are many ways you 
can amuse yourself with a lasso. I read in a book how 
to use them to catch wild horses on the prary, but you 
can also catch many useful articles in a city if you praktis 
a long time. I have had much innocent fun with the 
lasso. 

Skyler Grant and his sister Nellie who live nex door 
with Willie who is my age come in almost every evening 
sinse my ant came. He is nice enough fellow aboutt 22. 
his sister is nice too, but I am not as fond ef Skyler 
as I was a wile ago, no young man has a right to pull a 
boy's ears hard, like he did mine, jus becaus I did him 
the favor, before the dog show, to dekorate his pug dog 
little Nell so she wood take a prize. She was an awfle 
humly dog, an out of kindnes to him I tole Willie how 
we could make her hansom. My mother paints in oils 
on plush an tiles an things ; she has all colors in little 
tubes you can think of, so Willie came over and brought 
the dog wile she was out shoping and we locked her door 
an stufed little Nell with frute cake so she was sleepy an 
didn mind ; then we painted her perfectly lovly all sorts 
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of colors so she would be sure to take the prize, her ears 
sky blue her tail rosepink her legs vermilyun, her back 
in stripes like a zebra ; you could not tell what kind of a 
animal she Was hardly, but she was a beauty ; only it 
seems it takes a long while, over night, for oil paint to 
stick on tight. We did not know that, so a great deal of 
the color came off on my mothers new lounge and a little 
on the carpet where she rold ; but the sad thing was she 
got the culors so mixd up a fussing round the little scamp, 
she apeared like she was being vued through a kalidascope, 
she didn know any better than to lick herself, so the paint 
made her very sick indede ; he cood not exhibit her that 
time but he need not pulled my ears when I did my best 
to improve her looks. 

Pugs are awfle humly, anyhow, but ant Alice likes 
them, so Skyler is going to bring little Nell over to-night ; 
he told her about my painting her for the show, and 
laughed like he considered it a joke — he forgot to tell 
what he did to my ears, but I said to her, " You needn't 
think strange I have large ears, ant Alice, Mr. Skyler he 
jerked 'em so," but she added, in a wisper, to him she did 
not blame him. 

O antie, I never thot you wood go back on your little 
nevu to say such a thing as that. I have notised a small 
boy has no chanse to have gustis done him when 
there is a bigger boy around. Why is this thus ekko 
ansers. 

There has been a good eel of jesting about leap year 
since ant Alice came. She an the other girls tease the 
fellows they are going to propose before long, so they 
mus be prepaired. They said, " beware of Valentine's 
Day ; you don't know what is coming ; it will be our 
chanse to make our wishes knone." ^ 

Tuesday was the day, it was day before yesterday. 
Last evening Mr. Skyler came over without his sister, 
he had a large an costly boquay of red roses which he 
gave my Ant, who was alone in the parlor when he came. 
He came very urly before other fokes could get there — 
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he knew my mother was out for the reson she was in at 
his mothers talking over the church soshable. 

•* Where is Jonny ? " were the 1st words he spoke. 

" I think he is over playing with Willie ; I havn't seen 
him since tea." 

" Fm glad of it," said Skyler, laughing a little. " That 
fellow seems to have a spite agenst me." 

So he gave her the roses, an she thankd him, an then 
he swallode sunting, an says : 

" Darling Alice, if you really meant what you said in 
that sweet valentine, you have made me a happy man. 
You can't think what a releaf it is to me that you took 
advantidge of the year, and spoke out nobly as you did. 
Do I love you ? you ask. I do — pashnutly, devotedly, 
deeply. Will I set the happy day } I will. Shall it be 
soon } It shall." 

** What on erth are you going on about, Mr. Grant } " she 
asked, snaching away her little white hands. " I do not 
understand you, sir." 

" Yes, you do, sweet Alice ; I'm speking about the lovly 
valentine I reseved from you. Do not — do not tell me it 
was not in urnest." 

I sent you no:ie," she ansered. I do not send valen- 
tines; it is out of stile." 

" But you sent me one, deaarest " 

" Never ! " 

** It is here in my brest pocket. I have kissed it a hun- 
dred times " 

" Let me se it, please, Mr. Grant } " 

So he sloly unfolded it an let her look at it under the 
shandaleer. She seemed like she would burst out laffing 
every minnit. 

" Somebody has played a joke on you," she said ; " I'm 
very sorry, Skyler, but you ought not to believe I wood 
send you such a valentine. I wonder what other Alice is 
so deep in love with you ; you must feel flattered ; let me 
read it agen — ' I love you dearly and most sincerely, 
you darling fellow ; I am in earnest and pa can spare us 
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the ducats yellow. I am in earnest, unless thou spurnest 
Love's brimming chalice, your doting Alice.* I wonder 
who wrote it, Skyler, it's really very touching, but I am 
not in the habit of doing the proposing. I should suspeck 
jonny, only the child canot write or spell like that. 

So, when I heard her say that, I forgot myself and 
holered out, " I got the teacher to write it for me." 

You ought to see how they both looked when I hopped 
out the big arm-chair in the corner where the afghan was 
drawn over me. Skyler he made one bounce an took me 
by the sholders an shook me till my teeth rattled. 

" You little feend," said he, very solium, " if you ever 
breath a word what you heard me say to-night, Fll see 
that you disapere where you will be as hard to find as 
Charlie Ross. I was only in fun anyway ; of course I 
knew your ant would never purpose to me ; we are both 
engaged to somebody els, an I aint a marrying man, any- 
how, so be careful I don't hear you speak of this." 

I have kept my promis never to speak about it ; but I 
have ritten it in my diary an shone it to my mother. I 
am far too good a boy to break my promis. 

To-day Skyler called agen — what do you think he did ? 
— deliberately looked all over under the piano, the afghan, 
behind the curtains, then locked the door wile he said 
something to my ant I cant find out. 

I am afrade me and him will quarl before long. 
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CHAPTER III. 

HIS USEFULNESS INCREASES. 

When a boy goes to school reglar he has none too much 
time for outdoor exersize. I read what dio Lewis said 
how we ought to have plenty of outdoor air and play. I 
did not feel very bright when I read it; I was sertin 
I had been applying myself too close ; yet I did not 
like to stay out of school agen after losing ten days 
when I took cold being a boot-black, but dio wrote how 
it was even better to be a dunce than grow up sikly. I 
thought he knew better about my helth than even my 
mother, so I tried hard not to go directly to school the 
nex morning as I wanted to very bad, and succeeded in 
remaining in the open air until noon, by taking a round- 
about way which took me acrost the ferry to jersey City, 
to a pond where there were a crowd of fellows skating. 

The air did me good, I felt sure. I have herd jersey 
-was a noted place for musketose, but I was not bothered 
— the skating was jolly ; only I can tell Dio lewis too 
much fresh air an ecsersize makes a boy too tired an 
sleepy to get his lesons thusly in the afternoon. 

My legs ake so I shall not go to jersey tomorro, tho I 
have read there is nothing so improving to the mind as 
forrin travel ; I shall be at school at nine if my helth feels 
ever so bad ; not that I mind a trifling legake, but a 
person cannot skate without skates an mine alas are losted 
in the river coming home in the ferry boat, they wpre 
new acmy skates I got crismas. somebody joged my 
elbow an they fell in. I thought it wood be very rong to 
ask my mother for another pair so soon, so I made up 
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my mind I wood be a good boy and urn enough to by' 
them, that she wood not know they were losted. I waited 
till the boat left the jersey City Dock an then I stood up 
in the middel of the lady's cabin an sang a dear sweet 
little Temperance song my ant Alice tought me — she 
says I must alwas be a stanch temperance boy an I mean 
to be — so then I took off my cap an went all round both 
cabins, my goodness, how the pennys rattled in ! I 
heard the ladys say ** what a sweet little fellow, bless his 
heart, he mus belong to the salvashun army," an lots of 
taffy, you never heard ; but I knew I was a gpod boy 
engadged in a good work, so I went all round an when I 
counted the cash in the ferry room it was %^ cents, not 
enough by a good eel, but I think I will sing on the 
streets after school till I get enough to by the skates. 
Who knows how many intosticated persons may hear me 
an never do it again ? I love to do good to others as 
well as myself. I will borro Daisys blue ribon and tie in 
my buttonhole, so I can urn two dollars an do good at 
the same time. Poor Daisy, she is cured of the bite the 
dog gave her, but she is afraid to go on the street — the 
bite has made her cowardly ; but I am going to coax her 
to go with me after school, as I think she can do good 

too. 

***** 

It is too bad Ant Alice came along before the collek- 
shun was taken up, it jus spoiled it all. I didn think she 
ever came on that street. Daisy sang like a little angle 
all our pritty songs she knew, little drops of water, I 
want to be an angle — there was mos a hundred peple 
standing around, they were delited with her, I dont beleve 
Patty wood sung nicer ; I was jus begining to pass round 
my cap when my ant apeared. She seemd much astonishd. 
She took us by the hand an saled away when I had only 
got 13 cents ; the peple laughed es if they were glad they 
didn have to pay. I am fond of my ant, but I think she 
mite let us take up a collekshun when I had done so 
much good making me an my Httle sister sing temperance 
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songs. Daisy had on her new plush cloak an looked too 
cute fer enny thing ; but Anty don't seem to understan 
that childrun can begin very young to do good. I had 
to promis her I wood never do it agen if she wood not 
tell mother, so that is the end of my belongin to the 
salvation army. Willy has promised to lend me his 
skates half the time if I will give him my jakgnife — he 
has none becaus his mother is afraid to let boys have 
gnifes for fear they will fall down on them an get hurted. 
ho ! Ime glad my mother is not that kind. 

Mother says antalice is a flirt she is afraid — she is not 
contented unless she has 2 strings to her beau. Last 
evening there were sevral callers an I went in the parlor 
to stay a little while. I sat down in a corner very quiet 
an polite, but I kep watch of what was going on, to learn 
from older peple how to be gooder than I was an to find 
out what fellow had 2 strings ; there was a new caller had 
not bin before, I saw Skyler iing him as if it made him 
sick to see how pleasant antie was to him. The clock 
struck nine, mother made a sine it was my bed time, but 
I staid to hear antie play on the banjo ; pretty soon a 
string snapped becaus I had been tryin it before tea. 

" Never mind," said the new fellow, " I hcve some in 
my pockit," an he took out two strings ; then I said good 
night to Ant Alice an told her I was glad her beau had 2 
strings, as mother said, she wood be contented now. 

I bought a little round looking-glass yisterday about as 
big as a dollar. I have had lots of fun with it. I got it 
because our teacher says it is difficult to see ourselfs as 
others see us. I have tried to see myself much of the 
time since I got it ; so I am sertin sure I see myself as 
others see me — I have a few frekles, an one front tooth 
out, but it is coming in. I have had fun with the glass 
jus as if it was not useful to show me my folts. To see 
you are frekled does not purvent your having a jolly time. 
I have made moren 50 peple jump when it got in their 
eyes. 

To-day is Saturdy ; I have bin so good this week ar.t 
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Alice took me an Willy to Madison square gardin to see 
the animals an so 4th. There was a big surly Lion in 
one of the cages ; the keper told me he was a most 
feroshus bruit, crosser than two sticks. He fed him well 
before the exhabition began so he wood not be dangrus. 
The Lion had a fashionation for me I could not persist — 
I kep going back to take another look. He acted funny. 
He was Lying down, very sleepy, only he kep sudenly 
brushing his fore paw over his nose as quick as litening, 
as though an insek had stung him. Pritty soon he stood 
up an Roared. My goodness grashus me ! You ough to 
heard him. He Roared like he would make the house 
come down. The keper came up an spoke to him. The 
Lion was trembling all over. 

" Did you do enny thing to him, little boy ? he appears 
to be angry an ecsited. You better move along," so I 
moved. 

In a few minutes he Roared agen an dashed hisself 
agenst the side of the cage — it was friteful ; some silly 
children cride an their mothers took them out. 

The keper he was trubbled in his mind, but I was 
standing over by the monkeys, so he did not speak to me. 
Finaly he told us evrybudy better go out, he was afraid 
the Lion would birst the cage — he wood close the ecsabi- 
tion for the remander of the afternoon ; he guesst sun- 
thing had hurt the Lion. We all went away for fear he 
wood sucseed in braking or we wood become def from his 
Roaring. 

I have read the Lion was a brave Beast afraid of 
nothing under the sun ; I have learnt better. If you 
take a small mirror an turn it about once a minit so it will 
flash in his eys, when he finds he canot brush it off with 
his paw he will be fritened — shaw, I do not call that very 
Brave. I wood not be fritened at that. I have learnt 
sunthing useful, so I feel the afternoon was not wasted. 
When I grow up I shall write sevral new things Lhave dis- 
covered about animals for the natural history the older 
boys study. My mother often tells me she hopes I will 
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be a scientist when I am a man, becaus they are use- 
ful. 

I have studied an thought a grate deel about what 
makes a dog's tail curl up when he is happy an hang down 
when he is out of sorts. I have taken ourn an fed him 
beefstake an petted him till his tail looked like it had 
been put up over night in one my mothers curl papers 
— then I have tide him up an scolded him an pored 
cold water over him to see how the curl wood come out 
so I cood write to Mr. Darwin, but it remanes a mystery. 
My thery is that it contracts when he is happy an 
ecspands when he is miserable, also Cats. What makes 
their tails swell like they are big as my arm when they 
are Alarmed ? I wood like to asertane. I have shut Mr. 
Bunner's cat in our cellar and then turned Rover in, so I 
wood know, but the nasty -thing hissed an spit so, she 
sprang right on my sholder, so I could not have a 
cam view of her tail — I had to beat a retreat before I 
learned much, but from what the teacher lectured to the 
big boys I supose there is no doubt it is elektrisity. He 
says Cats are full of it. he said there was postive an 
negtive poles to evolve it, so I take it polecats are 
necessary evils. I was going to write in my diary about 
the mouse I tride to see what made it see in the dark like 
we canot, but it is awfle sleepy work riting about sience ; 
I am tired out knowing so much, an must go to bed. 

I shall not let my mother nor a living sole see what I 
write on this page my diary. It must remain a secret 
between me an my book. The minister said in his 
sermon, "b'e not a pharasee," *'let not your right hand 
know what your left hand doeth," s*o I will not. I was 
attentive in church when he said it. I ast my mother 
what was a Pharisee an she escplained it to me : she was 
pleased I had lissend so well. I could not have listened 
any weller if I had tride. I do not write any sundy, so 
this IS mundy. 

I rose this morning bright an urly, reso]:lJ to win 
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the good opinyun of frends and teachers. As soon as I 
had et my brekfast I wet out the house, as Margret is 
ap to be cross on mundys ; but mother called me back to 
ask " djdn't her good little boy want to take his sister out 
till schooltime, cause she an Alice were bizzy baking 
cake." 

Daisy is such a bother I am sometimes sorry we have 
her ; the big boys call me " nursemade " when I take her 
out ; I felt awful cross till I rekolected I was going to be 
useful, I got good again and took her. I whissled for 
Willy to come out an bring his skates as he had promised, 
half the time ; an I lent him my jaknife as I said I wood ; 
we went where there was some ice in an .open lot, an 
Daisy cried when we set her down on a rock while we 
skated ; so we put her on Willy*s sled and I drawed her 
while I skated, only she wo^od be thrown off evry ruff 
place till she had six large lumps on her head, and her 
little nose was all swelled up.. 

We coaxed her to stay setted on the stone with some 
gum drops he gave her an then we run around to the next 
lot to see if the ice was smother ; it was, we had such a 
good time we forgot Daisy was waiting for us, poor little 
thing ! so the bells struck nine an we hurried to school, 
for I was determined I wood be punctual, but Willy ran 
so fast he stumbled and fell on my gnife witch went 
through his hand, so they are afraid he will have lockgaw. 
I had to show the poliseman where to carry him home 
witch made me late to school after all. 

My mother came over to look at his hand, an she looked 
around an then at me ; then she said, 

" For mursy*s sake, jonny, where*s Daisy } " 

I felt surprised and scared to — I had forgotten the 
little angele. Ant Alice put on her hat an went with 
me quick, an when we got there Daisy was not there. 
The rock was there, but our darling was gone. 

The boys an girls had stoped sliding an gone to 
school — there was no one to tell us what had become of 
my little sister. I did not tell her I had given my sister 
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to a strange woman becaus I was ashamed when the large 
boys called me a nursemaid ; nun but my diary shall 
.know I losted her a purpus. I am very sorry now ; my 
mother is wild, it is in the evening papers ; I wood give 
all I am worth, 38 cents, to see my sister home agen. 



I — :. 9 I t 

I 



Digitized by 



Google 



28 A Good Boys Diary, 



IV. 

LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP. 

WHAT can a good little boy who has done a bad 
thing sufer from Remoarse ? I have not ritten a line in 
my diry for two weeks. I cood not. How many times 
in the last fortnight have I wisht I was drawing my dear 
little sister on my sled wile the big boys pointed at me 
an said " nursgirl, nursgirl " — I wood not have minded 
it a partikel. Of all feelings I think Remorse is the 
worstest. You have no apetite an wish you was dead. 

1 never will do a hartless thing like that, to save myself 
truble, 'thout I Reflect on the consekwences. I never 
thought of them when I gave her away, only how tired I 
was taking care of her. A great eel of wickedness might 
be not done if little children would " look before they 
leap ; " my fuchur conduct shall prove I have lemed to do 
that way. 

Everybudy says what a good boy I am to take my 
sister's disperance so much to heart ; evn Margret tells 
me I better eat a few more buckwheat cakes fer brkfas, but 
after pasing a slepeless night, never closing your eyes til 
the clock strikes leven you are not so apt to be as hungry 
as you use to be. They say I have groan thin ; I only 
eat 7 cakes where I once ate 13. I feel so bad, seeing how 
wurrid my mother looks. I cannot bare to stay in the 
house a minnit longer than is necesary ; I put on my coat 
an hat an go down the steps and whissle for Willy then 
we try to do all we can think of to get it off my mind^ 
like lassoing peples hats, scaring little girls pretending we 
are going to upset them with our sleds, but the snow is 
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going now. There is one comfort now while I feel so sadly 
about Daisy — kite flying time is neerly here ! If she isn't 
found time my kite is reddy I can bear it better after that 
— poor little darling I wonder if we shall never see the 
more. 

Las' Saturday I took a long strol about town cause I 
cannot bear to stay in the house when ant Alice's eyes 
are red and my mother crying. I made up my mind I 
wood look for my little sister miself — praps I could do 
better'n those polisemen. My mother has ofered five 100 
dollars Reward to recover her lost child ; if I can find her I 
will be entitled to the five 106 dollars. If I get it I 
think I shall be able to purshis a few things I want, a 
horse, a colts revolver, a reel wach, a bysikle, sevral 
balls of string, one .them Chinese kites, one Mr. 
Banner's pups, an a quarter pound candy for Daisy, 
dear little thing. It cheered me up to think what I could 
buy. I had five senses left in my pocket after I went 
in our corner grocery an bot some twine for my 
kite, an a jar of jinger I got charged, an me an Willy et 
it on thechurch steps an geve the jar to a poor hungry 
boy to lick, if he could get his tung in, so I took a car 
an road an road a long ways ; Willy could not fer he had 
no sense to pay his fare. 

When I got out I forgot to " look before yer leap," I 
jumped over a deep mud pudle the street cleners had not 
clened ; but there was ice under the water I did not know 
an I sot down in it up to my waste. I thinks fokes need 
not laugh at accidents. A lady said : 

" Horor ! youVe ruined my velvet numarket, you nasty, 
dredfulboy!" 

As if I was to blame when my close was driping mud, 
an people crowded so. 

They wood not let me come in the car to go home for 
fear I wood spoil their guishions when I had no money to 
pay my fare. I loitered round trying to get dry ; a man 
said I might come in his feed store an stan by the stove if 
I did not touch anything, so jus' as I was climbing over 
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the skid to go in, a bag of flour busted an flued all over 
me ; the man was going to sware, but when he saw how 
little johnny looked like barnum's white elefant, he sat 
down on the top step and laughed like I was a monkey or 
something strange. 

** If youl let me pin a sine on you * flour an feed fer sail* 
and Stan in that door till five oclock He give you a order 
for a new sute, my son," said he. 

I tole him I was not in the biznes or I wood. I stood 
by his stove bout a nour an* got purty diy ; then he took 
an old broom an kindly swept me off some, but I was a 
reched looking object when I started to wak home about 
four miles. It was most dark when I started. 

I did not get home very urly, it was sum time past 
supper, about midnite when I reched there. O how hollo 
I felt, like I was a base drum. Nuthing to eat sinse brek- 
fas but purserved jinger witch makes yeu feel a good eel 
worser than nuthing cause it burns so it gives you a 
knawing at the stummick perfectly dredful. I wood have 
reeched home earlier but I was ashamed I looked so. I 
did not want to disgrace my aunt till Skyler had gone 
away, wich he never did till leven, so it is his folt I stayed 
so late. First I went to Benny Beeches an played a while, 
marbles down in the basement hall cause his mother did 
not want me to sit on her brusles carpet ; then I thout I 
better stay in our grocery store till it shut up, but the 
clerk did not evn ofer me a peace of cheese ; he said I was 
in the way becaus a jar of pikkles rold of the counter an 
broke. I did not dreme my elbo was so near the jar nor 
was it my fait it fell in the ground coffy. That clerk has 
a high temper. I tol him he oughter go to sabbath 
school an lurn to keep his temper under control, les 
sometime he lost it for good — he wood hear the techer say 
' let not the son go down upon thy rath/ but he said he 
should charge the pikkles along with the jinjer, and all 
the coffy was runed — wood I please make myself skarse, for 
it was Saturdy night an he had sunthing to do sides wach- 
ing me how menny apples I et— apples were hi ; an I told 
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him he was awfle pennyurius when my mother bought so 
much grosris of him, an I only took one little narly 
apple ; he might charge that long the other things. So I 
went out, round on the next street, where there was a 
warm place, where the steam came up. 

There were several other boys there — big, ruff boys, 

such as my mother has forbidn me to play with. They 

Avood not let me warm myself. I told them they were 

rude, selfish boys — if they had been brot up rite they 

wood be gooder to a small boy. They only hooted at 

me, you never heard ; they said I mus be the Good boy 

they had herd of ; they wood advice me to hire out to 

Barnum, I would be a grater curosty than the fat boy, 

good boys were so skarse. They pushed an jossled me 

very ruffly, till they notised my close ; then they 

laughed fit to kill theirselfs, an one of em said he guest I 

had been cot doing sumthing rong in the cake pantry an 

sombudy served me like they do a rat when they catch it 

— whitewash it an let it run, so's to friten the other rats 

away ; he bet I wood friten all the good little boys in 

that part of the city. I wood have fit the whole crowd 

I was so indignant they should laugh, only I thought I 

better not, so I walked away. 

I jus reched home, an was standing in the vestibule 
up in the corner, dreding to go in, when the bells told 
midnite, an the hall door sofly opened, an my ant Alice an 
Skyler stood there a minnit wispering. Pritty soon he 
was going to go away, but I ast him : 

" Say, Skyler, did you kiss her } What for did you kiss 
my ant } Are you going away to Urope } Did you kiss 
her good-by } " 
He ansered : 

"You little torment, what you hiding there for? Do 
yoti suppose I kissed your ant because the door creaked } 
Don't you know your mother is wurrid to death about 
you ? You better go in an let her kno you are alive." 
[f I told him it was not helthy to sit up so late with my 
ant. Then he said he had bin waiting for Jonny to come 
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home, cause they" could not go to bed till he came ; he 
staid to keep them company ; so I told him good-night 
pleasantly an went in. 

My mother was very angry with her little sun ; he would 
have been whiped an sent to bed with a hollo void 
where there' was no supper, only he ecsplaned how he 
had been in surch of darling little daisy all day : he could 
not bear to come home thout finding her ; he had looked 
hi an lo, an fell in mud puddles, an gone hungry an cold, 
an got a bag of flour he hapened to tuch with his 
jakgnife fly all over him when he was wet, an still he 
could not find his little sister. Jonny wep a few tiers, an 
he was not whiped, but he had haf a minse pie an some 
angle cake before he retired. 

* * * * mundy night. There is a lode off my 
brest : my spirits are liter than a fether. If poor willy had 
not serusly hurt hisself falling off our roof filing my kite 
I should be ruther hapier,but "all's well that ends swell," 
an be has ended swell on his head an sholder. We were so 
delited Daisy was home agen we hurrid up the skilite to 
fly my new kite. His mother an mine had strikly for- 
biden we should fly them on the roof, but we forgot, we 
were so overjoid about my sister. There was a fine march 
breze, an the kite went off like a bird, only Willy did not 
notis an over he went, it will be a warning to me not to 
forget to obay my parens, at least as many as I hav, wich 
is my dear mother. Very forchunately it was over the 
skilite he stumbled, an went down very sudden into the 
atic. My grashus, if it had been into the street, nothin 
could have saved my plamate from a friteful deth. His 
sholder is spraned, an the doctor thinks he may have 
digestion of the brane if he is not kep quiet an cool. I 
am not aloud to see him. His folks blame mc, coz it was 
our skilite. I understand Skyler told my ant that when 
he got to be my unkle I wood be evn a better boy than 
I am now. What does he mean by that t I try to be the 
goodest boy in our blok. Of corse I make mistakes, so 
does he. he called her otlicr fellow a idiut ; but I asked 
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the fellow nex time he came if he was, an he denide it. 
Then he ast me who said he was. I think he did not 
like it, for he told me he shouldn play 2d fiddle any longer, 
and he has not come agen ; but it is the banjo he plays. 

The woman brought our darling daisy home this morn- 
ing wile we were at brekfast — such a seen ! She had 
seen the ofer of five 100 dollars Reward but she could 
riot bring her any sooner on account of my sister being 
too sick with skarlet fever she cot in that horrid tenment 
house. It wood make you cry to see my prity bright 
little sister now, too week to sit up, her plush cloak gone, 
very pale with sore eys an blue yarn stoccins, her skin 
peeling off" an a funny old black hood stead of her 
mother hubbard bonnet. The woman kind of looked 
sideways at me but I wood not notis she winked at me 
when my mother paid her the five 100 dollars, the old 
haggj she ought to be in the tooms. My mother will have 
to sell a Lot in Harlem she is so short, she says pay- 
ing the Reward, but I canot see she is any shorter. 
She is sorry, beckus she wanted to save the Lot to give me 
when I am a man — it will be wurth quadrupedal what it 
IS now. I am glad I have an Idea how I can urn the 
money so she need not sell the lot. 

Daisy is so glad she is home agen she lies an smiles 
at us it wood make your heart ake to see. We are 
all overjoid. This is a warning to me to be a careful 
brother to little Daisy. The best way will be to never 
take her enywhere agen ; if I never take her out I will never 
loose her ; nether will the other boys call me nursgirl. 

* * * I said nothing to nobudy about my plan to 
urn the five 100 dollars ; but I got excused from school 
on acount of my sister having skarlet fever. My ant 
had given me ten sense to do a errand for her ; with 
the ten sense I went in the dime museum an I ast 
the man who owns it if he wood hire me for one- of 
his curosties, like those bad boys had told me to. He 
looked all over me sharp an enquired what ther was Curious 
about me ; I was a nice hansome little fello but he did 

C 
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not see any thing peculyer about me. I told him I had 
bin advised to exibit as the Good Boy. he said they 
wir very great curiosities indede — he had never yet bin 
able to find a jenuine one — if I could prove I was not a 
fraud, an bring certifcats from my Sundy school, my day 
school, my frens an nabors, then he wood hire me to apear 
as the only jenuine living Good Boy in urope or ameriky 
— first an only apearance until farther notis, for this season 
only. So he let me stay an look around how I liked it ; 
I guess I should have made a lot of money, only the 
albino girl's wig came off when she got up from her chair 
cause I had tied it to her chair an when a few fire crackers 
went off in the monkeys' cage he seemed to think I hed 
done it ; how the little fools howled an sreeked ! — so he 
told the giant he might take me over his kne an then 
put me out — I was like all the rest he ever knew, Far 
Too good a Boy to be a Sucess as a living curosity. But 
if Willy had looked before he Leaped he would not have 
pitched head first in the atic. 
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• MR. bunker's cat. 

It makes Margret cross when she is iurnxng to have to 
answer the bell every minit, like she has to to-day, for the 
nabors an frens all coming to inquire how we found little 
Daisy an had to pay five 100 dollars to get her. The 
dear child is now well enough to sit up in a shawl an 
squeze her new doll Skyler gave her to make her sing 
tome, sweet home, witch cost several dollars. Luccily I 
have had skarlet fever, but I am still excused from school ; 
yet Magret does not like it that I am a helpful, industris 
child when I am about the house, I have tried my best to 
be useful to that girl, so I do not see why she told my 
mother she should be glad when the furst of May came. 
Once when she had to go to the door, an grumbled cause 
her iurn was dice an hot, I came out the pantry where she 
did not know I was — I had been feesting on a large peace 
of Delmonco pudding, she had saved her peace for Patrick 
— an iurned our best tablecloth well as I could, only I set 
the iurn down on it just a minit to shoo Mr. Bunners cat 
that was coming in the window, an when I came back 
there was a smell of something skorching an when I 
lifted it up there was a black place come off the side of 
the iurn. I membered my techer said * let not your left 
hand know what your right hand doeth,* an I thot if I 
wisht to be a good boy I better do that way ; so I jumped 
very quick out the ary window in the nick of time witch 
j*e had opn for the room was hot — I herd her give a 
screech, then I went into Willy's where they reseved me 
coldly on acount of him falling down the skilite ; groan 
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foke dont seem to care how much they hurt childruns 
felings. I did not stay very long because they ast me to 
go home — the doctor said Willy mus be kep quiet 

When I went home mother ast me to please bring 
Daisy her beeftea off the back the kitchen range, but 
when I got down there wasnt any — mebbe Mr. Bunners 
cat drunk it up — she is a gredy cat, alwas hungry. 
Margret was sheding tears as she iurned away ; I had to 
tell her if she sprinkled my close that way I wood not 
wear them any more nif a chinaman skwirted water on em 
through his teeth. My goodness didn the fethers fly 
when I said that, you wooden beleve ! She said I was 
worse than a hathen, two outrag'us entirely, she'd lave, 
sick daisy or no sick daisy, patrick wood never alow her 
tor called alongside a chinee, an the tablecloth burnt, an 
the child's tay swallowd, an her own puding disapered, 
to say nothing of a catrige put in the coleskuttle to go off 
in the range an skare her to death an a grespot on the 
pantry floor for her to scrub up an she in that hurry — was 
it me dumped the fire as she was going to put in the fost 
for dinner t My, but that girl is a reglar scold. I resoned 
with her she ought not to give way to her temper like that 
— we all had our triles, the minister said so ; she ought to 
learn the pretty verse — 

but children you should never let 

your angry passions rise, 
your little hans were never made 

to tare eech other's eyes. 

I did not mean to dump the fire, I only wanted to briteil 
it up for her when she had to go to the door so much an 
the nasty thing tiped over, if she wood forgive me this 
time an stay to our house like she promised, ide be such 
a good boy she wood be proud of little jonny. I kissed 
her as sweet as patrik, so she wiped her eyes an gave me 
a large chunk of bread an muUases ; so I had some on my 
nose when my mother called me up stairs to show her 
good boy to his sunday school techer who had come to 
see poor Daisy. They laughed at me, but I told them I 
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had cot it kissing Margret, I guest, cause she was going to 
give warning only I coaxed her not to. 

" What an anjelic disposishun jonny must have," I herd 
my techer say ; an Ant Alice she ansered ** yes as far as 
the jelly was conserned jonny could hold his own," — " 
witch is so — I can, an other peple's too. Daisy's lemon 
jelly is very nice Mrs. Grant sent her ; but I had to go to 
the grosery to get her some beef extrack. 

It has been cloudy all day, now it is raining cats an 
dogs. I have jus had a little inosent fun, but I shall 
lock my diary up so my mother will not know it. Skyler 
was here to-night, so was that other fellow that ant Alice 
has two strings to her banjo. He was drest lovely in a 
new suit, so he brot his silk umbrela for fear it wood 
rain, witch he set it very carfly in the japnese ifmbrela 
holder. I took his silk one out the case an hid it behind 
the stares an put in the case one those paper parasols 
we had to hang up for a scrap basket ; he didn notis 
cause the case was the same an he opned in the vesti- 
bule where it was dark. I was looking out the window 
over the hall when he went down the steps. ; he will be 
very much surprised when he gets very wet — the paper 
wont last three liiinits when it is poring torrents. I wonder 
what he will think where his umbrela went to when he looks 
up an it isn't there ; he will think it is very strange because 
he had it when he went down the steps an when he began 
to get wet through he did not have it, like those tricks 
you see when you don't see them — he will not see his 
umbrela, witch will puzzle him very much, but I mus 
undress an go to my pillo. it is late, they think I went 
to bed two ours ago when I said **good night" to fix 
the umbrela — my pillo would be larger an softer, only I 
borrode part the fethers to tar and fether Mr. Bunner's 
cat for sneking in our ary window evry time it is open ; 
me and Harry laughed till our sides aked to see how 
perfectly ridiklus she looked after we got the fethers to 
stick. I guess she will not take another cold rost chicken 
out the refrigerator in a hurry. Now I mus say my 
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prayers and jump into bed. * * This morning, about 
dalite, evrybudy was scareted in our house by that girl 
Margret rushing up stares hollering bloody murder, louder 
an louder, nerer and nerer ; my mother opnd her door, 
and Alice came in the hall with her langtry bangs done up 
in curl papers. 

" Ar you on fire, Margret ? " ast my mother. 

" O no, mam,' ansered Margret, looking over her sholder 
she skreeched agen, " there it is ! " She darted in my 
mother's room and shut the door in my ant's face, who 
scremed an run in her own room as she glansed down the 
stares an saw a strange wild animal must have got loose 
from some manadgery — of course it was Mr, Bunner's cat, 
with her fethers on, dodging about, wurze fritened than 
the wimmen, so I brot out Skyler's revolver Willy lent me 
bout a week ago, and as they all peeked out again, I 
hollered to mama : 

" Keep cool. I will save you all or perish in the 
attempt ! your son jonny will face the mewsic." 

Then I took good aim an fired. I wood have hit her 
only she was running so fast when the shot got where 
she was she was not there — it went in the face of the old 
clock on the landing making its hands so you cannot tell 
what time it is without looking at your watch. The cat 
she jumped about six feet, then she bolted down stairs 
for the parlor, where from the sounds I herd I judge she 
was taking refuse on the mantleshelf an cabinet — there 
was a good eel of brick brack got broked. but all lives 
were saved — 13 in all, the cat's nine lives, mine, mother's, 
anty's an Margret's — but I wood have been whipped 
cruely only^ ant Alice beged me off. Anty is a jolly girL 
I shall tell Skyler he isn't haf good enough for her. he 
has a mean streak in him, for he took away his revolver an 
pulled my ear for Willy lending it to me. 1 am sory I gave 
the other fellow that paper umbrel — if he was my uncle in 
perspektive he mite be willing to lend jonny his revolver 
to save his sweetart's life. I am afraid Skyjer is stingy. 

Darling daisy is recuverin fast ; she was able to come 
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to brekfast, but she cried some. She is ruther pevish 
sinse her siknes becaus her new doll will not sing any more. 
I spose when I cut her open an took out her voice to 
put my harmonicum in its place to make her sing better 
the harmonicum don't work right. I am sorry for her 
singing was a comfort to my sick sister. Ant Alice has 
promised she will buy her a butiful singing canary when 
she goes out this afternoon — warrantad not to get out of 
order unless Mr. Bunner's cat gets hold of it — daisy is 
delited with the idee. We are going to hang it high 
where she canot get at it I don't wonder Skyler is fond 
of my ant. she is scrum. She will not whip her little 
boys evry time they do their best an it don't hapen to 
come out right. 

If I was as old as Skyler I mite know beter than to 
borrow or lend. I have ritten a peace of potry about 
him — it serves him write. 

This is the Cat that et the Chicken that lived in the 
house of jonny's mother. 

This the good Boy that shot the cat that Fritened the 
maid. 

This is the maid that sreeked an run when the cat 
appeared. 

This the prity Ant that was good to the Boy that 
shot the cat. 

This is the man all tattered an Torn that kist the 
prity maiden that was Ant to the good boy. (Skyler.) 

♦ * ♦ Now that Daisy is well an all going on smothly 
my mother is going to give my ant Alice a small an 
uriy German before she goes back to granma's house in 
Conneticut. I wish she wood let me go home with her, 
but that fello [skyler] spoke furst — she has promised 
him he may Go. he is not a relatif so I think he had 
no right to ask her, but he is going, I herd him tell her 
he mus go, so as to ask her mother for sumthing he 
wanted, I could not make out jus what, but he said it 
was a preshus boon — if he is a stranger to her why does 
he ask her for things — my mother tells me it is il bred 
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to ask. I ast him, a wile ago, what was a preshus boon 
anyway he was going way to Connecticut for, an Miss 
Macy across the street was spending the afternoon with 
Ant Alice, an she looked at him very sharp, kind of sus- 
pishus, and he wispered to me : 

" Jonny if you will go up stares an read awile to Daisy 
I will give you this quarter." 

he has some good streaks in him after all ; I took the 
money an went out doors to play, but the store where I 
bought my toy pistol is a good ways off— supper was most 
over when I got back. I hope the german will be a susces. 
I have promisd solium I will be on my best behavyer on 
that ockashun. I am to have new black velvet nicker- 
bocers an paten lether slippers an be a perfeck little 
gentelman. My ant she says wants little jonny to set an 
ecsample to some them bigger fellows whose mothers did 
not train them rite ; she has lended me her etiket book an 
I am to study it hard after tea evry evening. 

I have alreddy red an comitted to memry about how 
you must be sure an pay your respeks to the master of the 
house — but how can you, when there is none i^ — I mite 
pay mine to Patrik, in the kitchen ; he will be there to 
asist Margret an eat what is left on the plates. My mother 
says Margret is the mistris, so of coarse Patrik is her 
husband. I will try to do the polite thing. 
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VI. 

THE children's CARNIVAL. 

My uncle he said to me to-day, Jonny, you mus' learn 
my busynes when you grow up. I said * agreed, what is 
it } ' he said * a lawyer ; ' but I told him * no uncle Rob, I 
have made up my mind to be a minister an spend my life 
doing good, how much do you make a year uncle } is 
that all } shaw. our minister gets 6 thousand $, he has 
marrid a rich wife, he gets lots of slippers, an he don't pay 
anything for his oisters when he goes to all the Fairs and 
soshabuls — Ide ruther be a minister, uncle Rob is my 
Uncle on my father's side, mamma says, so he is no rela- 
tion to my ant Alice — he told me if he had knone she was 
staying with us he wood heve cald sooner ; I told him it 
was no use, Skyler had got the inside tract — if he wood say 
the word I wood skare Skyler so bad mebbe he wood stay 
out of our house a long time, he said go ahead jonny, 
do your worstest. 

My uncle staid to tea, cause we all irged him to. I like 
to have him stay, for then Margret has skoloped oisters, 
prest chicken, hot biskits, coffy and pinaple pursurvs — I 
I wish he came serval times a week ; he never forgets 
to bring his little nevu 50 sense — I wish he wood call 
evry other day, I could buy me sevral things I want. He 
has promisd to come urly to the german to help make it 
go of jolly. Ant alice is glad of that. 

Skyler came in direckly after tea. They wir very polite 
to each other like they rememberd what their dancing 
master told them when they were little boys ; but uncle 
Rob wispered to me, * you are rite, jonny, he is a reglar 



Digitized by 



Google 



42 A Good Boys Diary. 

dude ; if I knew where he got his colars I wood go to that 
store an by some. 

I was very nice an quite, reding in my anty's etiketbook 
how to behave at our party. — you mus' not eat your soup 
with a folk nor your bone turky with a tespoon — ^you mus' 
not stop to a eat a square meal before you have wated on 
your lady to 3 ' sausers icecream — ^you mus' not eat your 
butter before you put some bread on it — ^you mus' not 
borrow your nabor's peace of cake — you must not men- 
shun it if all the salad is gone before you have onny — you 
mus' not spill stued oisters on her dress unless you are hit 
in the back an canot help it — I studded my book all the 
time ant alice made herself sweet to beth of 'em. I wondered 
how she could do it. But after awhile my uncle Rob tore 
his$elf away — at least he said so, tho I did not see enything 
tear — I left the parlor because Skyler said to me he had 
sunthing confidenshal to tell alice, he wisht little Jonny 
wood go to bed. 

" Urly to bed and urly to rise, 
makes folks helthy, welthy an wise.' 

It makes me madder'n Lopo to have grown up people 
tell me that. I made an awfle face at him behind my book 
witch I shut up with a bang. 

" I guess your mother never made you go very urly, 
Skyler," I said, a^ I slid out the door. 

Then I thot how I had promised Bob I wood skare 
Skyler. I crept up to a certin closet where my mother 
keeps my father's close. I took the remanes of my pillo 
out of witch I fethered Mr. Bunner's cat an tied a skarf 
around the middle ; then I painted the awflest goat's eyes 
an nose on with my bottle of fosforus I bought to the 
drugstore ! My, but it looked friteful ! My bolstir made 
an ecslent boddy ; then I put my father's dress suit on it, it 
took me bout an our, rapped it in a sheet an carried it sofly 
down an stood it up in the vestibule, so he wood jump an 
praps fall down the steps when he saw its big shining 
eyes — he wood not venchur to call agen very soon. I 
waited behind the stairs to hear him yell. Prity soon 
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they came out, but they didn opn the outside door for 
about six minits. I held my breth an I jus herd her say 
" Skyler," he ansered her " darling," kind of like he had a 
plesent disposishun, witch he hasn't. Then the door 
opened and shut. 

I was sirprised there was not a sound. And Alice was 
going up the stares, so I bounced out — she sat down on 
them an put her hand on her heart — " O jonny, are you at 
you trix again ?" No, anty, I have been a good boy all 
the evening : only plese opn the door, I want to see if 
Skyler has hurted hisself so he canot holler — praps his 
neck is broke — but dont be alarmed at the gost, it will 
not hurt you, it is not a real gost, only one I made to 
skare Skyler. She unlocked it fast as she could — wood 
you believe it, he had gone in his own house, there was no 
gost there — not a sine — all my trubble was throne away. 
Some bad, wikked person had stolen it ; so now I have to 
sleep without a pillo or bolster, and my widode mother 
has lost the reliks she priced so hily. I should rely 
supose they wood be afraid to steal a gost, with such 
glaring eys, but some theves wood steal spirits if they knew 
where to get them, Skyler says. I feel cheap the way 
things turned out, but I never dremed they would lug off 
a gost for the sake of his fethers. 

My mother does not care so much for the pillo an bolstir, 
she is making me go without — as she is pained to lose 
those close ; she has mploid a detecktiv to visit the pawn 
broker's shops. I am alowed to go along to recognize the 
articles. I have not recognized them becaus they are not 
there. They are very intresting places. All kinds and 
sorts of things, my goodness, you can get most anythin 
ever was made. One has a man's wooden leg he had to 
part with when he died, so his family pawned it ; they take 
it home an bring it back bout twice a month the year roun 
— the man says it was his legisee to them. There is a 
shop quite a ways from our house. I know the way there 
all by myself now. It is very useful to little boys. You 
take hJm somethin you do not need, he gives you money 
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an keeps it till you ar reddy to give him his money agen 
an then he gives it back, if you hapen to be out of change 
you can go there an get some. I hapened to be out most 
evry day last week, so when I puld my handkerchif out 
my pokkit last night sevral tikkets tumbled on the floor ; 
my mother pieced them up. 

'' My little son, what are these ? " 

I tried to ecsplane how I ecspected to pay it all back 
but for once my mamma was most unjust an unresonable ; 
she wood not lissen ; you wood not dreme she had so 
much strength — she must have bin in training lately, but 
I will not menshun in these pages what she did — suffice it 
to say she did it thurily. My ant, too, did not interfere as 
usual, but let her labor till she was tired out. It cost her 
4 dolars to redeem the tickets. She had wondred I had 
no more apetite to my meals, but you can spend a lot of 
money on choclat aclares if you treat the croud. I am 
a generus little fellow when I have the means. No one 
can be a realy good child if he is selfish. I did not need 
my last summers close, an I intended to get back my 
father's opra glass when uncle Bob came offener to give 
me 50 sense each time. 

Skyler thinks hisself witty, but I do not. He ast Alice 
if the pawn broker's sine was 3 balls, how many bawls is 
Jonny's sine he is getting punished } when I did not flinch, 
becaus I had an air quishon I had bought of the man 
blone up under my jackit. No, sir, little Jonny was brave 
as a lion ; he can stand any amount of litening-rod when 
he has prepared hisself for the inevtable. I keep my air 
quishon hid in the attick. I hope Margret will not come 
acrost it — I prise it dearly. That don't make it any nicer, 
Skyler making that remark : he has no delikacy. I bet 
he was whipt to make a sillybub every day when he was 
my age. Folks forget they use to be childrun. I shall 
not punish mine for trying to be good. 

* * * But I will take back a good eel I have said about 
Skyler. He took me, an Willy, an Daisy to the Childrun's 
carnival, Ant Alice went along. It was perfeckly magni- 
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fisent ! The prince and princes were drawn in their golden 
chariot by butterflys. There were dwarves, elfs, fayries — 
O, it was gorgis ! There was a lovly fary in a purl shell 
chariot. I dreamed of her all night ; so the next day I 
talked it up with Willy — he is well agen, but does not go 
to school yet He thot so, too. We waited till mama an 
Alice went out shoping, then we set to work. We had 
considrable to get reddy. We brot down Daisy's carridge 
she had when she was a baby out the atic. We had to 
take the red plush cover off the parlor table, for I could 
find nothing else wood do ; then I got the hammer an tax 
an coverd the carridge nisely. 

After that we drest Daisy to reprehend a fary in the 
new blue silk slip was made for her to wear to our 
German, her blue stoccins an slipers, anty's roman purls 
.around her neck, an gave her anty's white silk fan to wave. 
We pined some gorgis wings on her sholders we cut out 
gilt paper we got in mama's portfolyo. Then we drest 
nurselfs like dwarves. Willy borrode Skyler's maskerade 
costoom, an I took a mask belonged to my ant. 

When all was reddy we wached till Margret went out 
the back ary to hang up her dish towls ; then we took the 
fary chariot down to the pavement quick, put Daisy in it, 
aa drawed her up the street like they did in the carnival. 
Evry body stared an laughed ; the boys an girls follode 
us ; we had a long proseshon, so I told em all to march 
behind us, I wood pay the organ grinder 10 sense to play 
a march all the time. We had lots an lots of fun — only 
when mama an Alice got out the car an come along where 
we were it spoiled it all. Why is it big people have such 
a spite agenst little people having fun i Eco ansers. 

My mother said Daisy had probly taken her deth of 
cold, her neck an arms bare, no rap on. That elegant new 
plush table cover — Alice had worked the ends for 3 weeks 
with silk sheneel — was draged behind on the dirty pave- 
ment, to say nothin of being full of tax holes. Skyler's 
coatails of his splendid purple velvet fancy ball suit was 
draged an soiled also. How did I dare borro her injy 
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shawl to spred over the elefant (which was georgy Bliss, a 
big boy, who walked on all fours to make one), an her 
white silk parsol to carry over the fary which fell an got 
broked in its bones (the parsol not the fary) when the 
wheels went over it ? 

My mama is very gentle, but you wood have bleved her 
a shru the way she went on, and made us come in the 
house quick, as Daisy's doll that pretended she was the 
monkey with Daisy's scarlet sack on that rode on one the 
boy's sholders that rode the elefant was so fritened she 
went home with another little girl, an the camel that was 
made of two boys humped under our largest rug got his 
back up an wood not bring it home, so Margret had to go 
an get it. 

Mr. Bunner's cat, that rode on the camel, thot my mother 
was thretning her an skedaddled up a tree, where you 
could not coax her down for love or money, so I had to 
throw my bigest marble at her, which mist her an hit Mr. 
Bunner's sekond story windo. It broke the windo, but it 
did not budge the cat ; she is there yet, I believe — she was 
when I looked out our front hall windo last, spiting an 
sputring at evry passer like she was a wildcat. I shouldn't 
wonder if I was compeld to shoot that cat some day. 

I told mama I did not know it was rong to have a. 
childrun's carnival of our own, impromtu as it wir ; I was 
told the childrun at the other one belongd to the first 
sircles, an wir some the nisest in the metropolitan — I was 
trying to do what the first famlys did. I saw Alice smile 
a little when I said it, tho she was very sad over the plush 
table cover, so I wispered to her to please calm my mother 
down wile I went up to the atic to blow up my air quishon. 

I hope Daisy will not have a relaps — it is worse than to 
have it first. I think my mother is groing strickter as she 
groes older. She will be 30 on her next birthday, which 
is awfle old. Willy tol me a boy tol him his sister tol him 
their mother tol a lady she bet a dolar the good boy's wood 
have a step farther before the year was out ; so I ast mama 
last night when the sosiety met here what was a step 
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farther, for goodnes sake? Was I going to have one? 
When you ask groan up peple questings why is it they 
always send you out the room to get them somethin ? 

P.S. — Mr. Bunner's cat is still up in the tree, I am 
going to try to bring it down with ant Alices bow an 
narrow that Sykler gave her to take back to her home in 
^ew Haven with her. I think I can take ame from our 
front hall windo. I will try. 
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VII. 

HE ENJOYS THE GERMAN VERY MUCH. 

I SHOT off the whole dossen ant Alices arrors without 
hitting the cat ; it was too dark an late for me to go out 
to pick them up ; Skyler says they cost 40 sense apeace. 
Sho. who wood have thot it ! the old cat was not worth 4 
dolars, 80 sense. Had I knone they cost so much I wood 
let the cat stay in the tree. Of all anknawing animals I 
think that cat beats all. She mus have a good many 
more'n nine lives the way she contrives to always fall on 
her feet. I read in the paper this week of one climed up 
by the ivy on a church roof an up the tour, till she mist 
her footing an fell 70 feet, an jus got up an walked grase- 
fully away. I daresay it was Mr. Bunners. It wood be 
jus like her. When she tumbled out that tree las night I 
thot she wood be lame or sick to-day, but she came in the 
ary window this morning and helped herself to Margrets 
shad jus as cooly as if it was not the first in the market ; 
it don't seem hardly worthwhile my breaking my soap-, 
dish all to smash nocking her out the tree to have her 
steal our breakfast that way. Shad is a lucksury we ought 
not to give cats till they are lower in the market mother 
says, but she helped herself an so poor patrick had none. 

* * * * ^yell our long ecspected german came off last 
evening. I ot to be too tired to rite in my diary, 
but I am not. I went to bed urlier than I antispated 
My velvet coat an niccerbocers were very becoming. 
Daisys dress was a succes; ant Alice's was 2 shades of 
pink with lots of what do you call em all over it — she 
looked awfle prity. Skyler brot her a big bokay pink 
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roses. The supper was elegant, it was a small an urly 
but they did not arrive very urly after all. only 24 
cupples. 3 peaces of music, an lovely favors — everything 
went off butiful eccep the guests — they did not go off 
because they did not come ; there was some mistake 
sum where. We were all surpriced when it struk 10 an 
no one arived but uncle Bob and Skyler ; at half past we 
were more sirpriseder they did not come, the man at the 
piano yawned like opening the lid of a chest, my mother 
was nervus an figgity. Alice had tears in her eys which she 
purtended she was laughing. It must abeen about 5 
minits to 11. Skyler suddenly ejackulated : 

" Grate Cezer, this is tusday, the first of april ! I didn 
think of that before!" 

"What of it?" astmyant 

" Nothing in particular," he replide, " only there mus be 
some april fool about tho german." 

"Who did it, an what did they do ?" she inkwired 
urnestly. 

"Give it up — ask something esier," he said, giving a 
surching look at jonny witch he did not notis as he was 
whspsring to his little sister, to persist she was hungry, 
could we have our ice-scream now ? She tezed mama 
could we have it, but Rob puled me in the library an ast 
me sharp — 

" Jonny, do you know why our company has not come } 
tell me, is it your work ?" 

I bursted out laughihg an said "ho ho ho, april Fool !" 
but I wood not tell him. Mother satted me down hard on 
a sofa an sitted beside me an tole me serusly I mus tell 
her had I done any thing. I owed up like a good boy 
who wood not deseve his mother ; I said " Mama, willy an 
I fooled those peple who wanted to come here to night ; I 
canot tell a lie for fear I shall meet the fate of annynias ; 
we got anty's list of names an her note paper an nolopes 
an rote to them — 

"Mrs. Joneses german is defered indefnitly on acount of 
sickness in the family." 
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You know, mama, Mai^ret has had the toothake bad. 
Isn't it a splendid april Fool, mama ? I think you mite 
let Daisy an me have our supper right away, for the others 
will not come. Isn't it a good joke for a little boy to do 
all up hisself ? I wood like some the oisters first, but she 
caled Margrets patric to carry me up to my room an then 
she turned the key — it did no good for me to kick the 
door till I was worn out — I had to go to bed in the dark 
with an aking void I never shall forget. All the same it 
was a reel good april Fool ; we put A. F. in the corner of 
the notis (mening april fool.) 

I am sorry ant Alice cride till her eyes were red this 
morning. I never meant to fool our folks, only the 
company. She says the 'music will have to be paid 
2 times, the supper will not keep (unles I am lockt up) 
the flowrs are wilted, her mother ecspecs her home fridy — 
so it goes. Skyler has gone around to get them all to 
conie to night ; I should say they are having a good time 
by the sounds I hear — poor jonny is shuted up an lockt in 
his room, so he has to rite in his diary to pas away the 
time — all that fun going on an he a prisner in his sell! 
Skyler says jonny is fooled this time, hark ! what sound 
is that } is it Mr. Bunners cat skraching at my door ? I 
mus go an lisen 

* * * It was not the cat It was alice. She wispered 
thru the kehole, " poor Jonny that was an awfle trick you 
served me, but I am sory for you here alone — if you will 
promis to kepe dark, not to let a sole see you, I will 
unlock your door, so you can hide behind the curtins in 
the liberry an watch the dansers ; after supper I will see 
you get some in the kitchen ; be quiet,, do not let your 
mother see you." She is a dear thotful girl ; she turned 
the key softly ; by an by I sliped down stares an riggled 
my way behind the curtins. It was fun being there un- 
^beknone ; other folks thot so too : a pair came there to 
wisper an gigle, so I left on the sly. 

I wondered what I wood do to keep my mother from 
seeing me; first I sliped down in the kichen, there was 
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not a sole there, Margret and Patrik were to the top of the 
basement stares woching the dansers, so I opened the big 
icecreme frezer that stood in the back ary an got myself a 
sooplate full — it was delishus — but Margret said afterward 
sevraL peple set theirs down without eting any, she tasted 
it an the man had got some salt in some way witch spoilt 
that lovly nepoltan creme. While I was eting mine in the 
pantry the catrer came in an begun to make the coflfy ; 
then I ast him as a speshal favor wood he be so kind an 
obliging (like it tells you in the etiket book) as to give the 
dum water a boost so I could go up that way to the dining 
room an not disturb so many peple in the hall, I persume 
he thot I was one those good boys who are ever thotful 
not to disturb others ; he gave me a helping hand. I was 
soon up, then I pusht the dum water down to him an sur- 
vade the scene. There was another catrer there giving the 
finishing tuches ; I was disapointed for I thot I should 
have the place to myself for a short period an I was hungry. 
I ast him how soon we wood have supper, he said ten 
minits, he gave me three pikkled oisters an a sandwitch 
because he could not help it. After that I felt I could 
stand it till the party had etten. I dodged and went around 
when my mother was not there till I got back behind the 
curtin ; there I hided till they went in the dining room ; 
some wir sitting around in the parlor an liberry ; but I 
manidged to cary out a plan witch wood be jolly if I got 
there all right. 

After awhile I got there. Prity soon I never had so 
much fun in my life. I was up on top my father^s sekre- 
terry in the liberry ; there is a deep place there with a 
cover to put away papers. It was emty, so I cralled in an 
shut the cover mos down, I lade out strait, you wood never 
dreme I was there. I cood see them come back from 
supper by rasing the lid 2 inches. Evry time the music 
stoped I wood give a deep holo grone like a person who 
had lost a frend or eten too much mints pie. The young 
ladies and felloes wood look up to the sealing as if they 
could not bdev$ their senses. 
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After awhile mama must ave herd about it ; she came 
an opend the sekreterry doors above an below— she had 
forgoten about the secret box on top. She herd the 
moning plane as day. 

" It mus come thru the wall," said she. " Skyler, I'm 
afrade some of your fokes are sick ; it is opsit your fathers 
bed the moning seems to be." 

So Skyler took his hat an went home. When he came 
back he told how his parens were well an he got skolded 
for waking them up. Then the grones shut up. 

But soon the spirtyualjnennyfestashuns (O my what a 
long word for jonny to rite an spell) became aktiv agen. 
There was no more groning, but a hansome girl who stood 
near was sirprised the flowers came rite out her hair an riz 
an riz an hung in air without a nerthly thing to hold 'em 
in suspense but spirits. (You could not see the thred for 
it was blac silk, I had a spool in my pokkit I had borrode 
out the soing masheen, nor the bent pin, so of coarse it 
was the mennyfestashuns did it.) Evry buddy stoped 
dansing an jus stared. Some the ladies turned pail. The 
young lady who lost the roses wanted to go an put on 
her things, she was so fritened. My mother did not think 
of Jonny becaus he was lockt in his room. Just then Mr. 
Bunners cat began to mu. 

** I'll bet 2 sense that cat is up there somewhere. Like 
as not jonny put her there this- afternoon, jonny is a good 
little boy but he is full of mischief— just the kind makes a 
smart man, he'll be president yet," said my uncle Rob, 

" It is the cat," said the compy as if it were singing 
pinafore. 

" But the cat did not take my roses," said the girl who 
lost them. 

" Well, we'll soon see," ansered Rob, getting up in a 
chair he felt all over the shelf — the cat was not there. It 
was very Strang. " Never mind, les have another danse," 
said he. 

Prity soon a butiful silver arro set with rine stones come 
out another girls hair an sloly swung to an fro. then Skyler 
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said he wood fathum the mistry or perish in the atepmt. 
He got on the chair, felt round an found it was a h'd ; he 
lifted it a little till somethin bit his finger awfle, so he 
jerked it away, hollering as if he was hurted. 

" Drat that cat," said Skyler, ringing his hand an suk- 
king his finger. " Now, ladies, don't get ecsited, an we 
will have the spirit in about a minit. You know," remarked 
Skyler, "the spirits have to have a cabinet, but this is a 
book-case witch does as well. Now, then, come out o' 
that," he cride, flinging the lid wide opn an giving a good 
grab — but the cat was hevier than he thot it wood be. 

An idea struck him when he tride to lift it. 

" Aha ! " he remarked. " Aha ! " 

But that was all he said — somethin els struck him about 
that time — it was the seckreterry — witch fell over he puld 
so hard — crak, whak, crash, smash ! ! 

** O what a fall was there my countrymen." 

Women do shreek so when enything hapens. 

Poor Skyler, I am sory for him, his arm is broked, it is 
in a sling ; he might have bin broker if both arms were 
hurted, as it is he has much to be thankful for — he can stil 
put his left arm around ant Alices waste when he is saying 
good night. I have ritten this, but it has bin hard work, 
speshly the long words, as my nose is sweld 3 times its 
nachural size so I canot see to spell as good as I do at 
school. My grashus, how bad it bled over mama's silk 
dress an the carpet ; they thout I was kild when they got 
me out from under the seckreterry, (Skyler said he hoped 
I was) but I felt better in about half a nour an ast for my 
supper. I herd my mother say she should not give any 
more partys till jonny was of age. I wonder why.'' I 
mene to grow up good an onest so she will be proud of 
her son. I was thinking to day at school when I was 
standed in a corner with a dunce cap on for riting my 
ecsamples off of willy's slate what a good man I intended 
to be when I gru up. It is very hard for childrun not to 
do a few wrong things, becaus they forget evry thing they 
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knew before they were born an have such an awfle lot to 
lurn. I get tired lurning things. If I was as big as 
Skyler I should not have to copy Willy's sums. I long to 
be a man. If I was a man I wood whip my techer. If I 
was a man I wood dress up this evening, put a jackmyno 
rose in my buttonhole, some pirfume on my hankercher, a 
little wax on my mushtash, the nite key in my pokkit, an 
I wood go around the block an call on the little girlis 
visiting there. Childrun caiiot do what they want to thout 
asking their mothers. O if I wir grone up ! If I wir a 
man with my pokkits full of money I should not have 
to ask my mother for a penny to purchis a pepermint 
drop. As it is I have to hang around the candy store till 
some of em hapen to roll off on the floor — he lets me have 
em if the floor is dusty. I have spoken to him about being 
his clerk when I quit school, he says I may. I am not 
going on the street agen until my nose is not so sweld — I 
do not care for boys, but that girl saw me on the steps to- 
day an laughed at me. 
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VIII. 

• HE TRIES A NEW SORT OF LIFE. 

The little girl's name is Suiy. she is going to stay at that 
house a long time. I am sorry we are going to the contry 
the furst of May — that will only be a munth, hardly that, 
tho Margret says she wishes it were now. She is cross 
with us cause I took her close-horse to make a lovly japan 
skrene for Daisy's doll's house. I cut out some large pic- 
tures an pasted on to make the skrene. She says it is dob- 
bed up — you wood think there was no water in our kichen 
to wash the paste off ; but the prinsiple sorse of trubel 
between me an Margret is simply this — she saves up too 
meny nice things fer that Patrik of hers, an then Mr. 
Bunner's cat or the mice or somethin seems to mak way 
with them. She canot run out to do an erran at the 
grosry, but when she comes back the cubbard is bare, an 
so poor Patrik has none. I tell her she out to set a trap. 
To day she said she wood — she wood set one wood each 
the rat no matter how big it was 'even if it is as big as 
master jonny ' she told me. 

This evning Margret had to go out to get a dress fited 
she said, so I hapened to think I wood like to kno what 
sort of trap Margret wood be smart enouf to get up to 
each the cat, an I went down to the pantry to look round 
for it. I did not see any trap, not even a mouse trap. I 
opnd the cubbard door cawshusly about a ninch ; there 
was atempting odor of the coconutpuding we had for 
dinner. I have herd my mother say patric had too much 
of our nice things ; I thot it wood be helthier for him if I 
ate it myself, I opend the door about nin inches, 
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land of goshen, what a racket ! I gess I was pale as a 
sheet when they came runing down to see if it was an 
erthquake — that hartless Skyler laughed like he had had 
nuthing to laugh at for a munth an was dying for a chance 
— even my ant smiled, but my mother frouned deeply an 
darkly. 

" Jonny Jones what new raichif you got into now ? " 

I didnt know myself, so I didn't answer ; but I glansed 
around when they turned the gas up more-r-about 6 
duzzen pots an pans, spoons an ladles an thing like 
that, that make an awfle clatter but do not brake, lay 
skaterd round me ; the worst of it was one those pans' 
was full of water an I was driping wet, witch was why 
Skyler laughed, my mother did not becaus I had on 
my new close were bought for that german. Margret 
fixed it so it wood fall on the cat when she opnd the 
cubbard door. 

" What were you doing down here ? " askt mama'angryly. 

" Margret fixt a trap to each Mr. Bunner's cat, mama ; 
I came down to see how she had fixt it." 

*' An you found out, jonny," said Skyler. 

Jus then Margret came in, she laid down her bundle 
an looked very much surprised at the crowd in her 
kichen. 

"Why master jonny, what in the world is the matter 
you are so wet } " an she grabed the roler towl an wiped 
me off. " I'm afrade you got cot in that trap I set. I 
warned you not to — I was going to set one. Tm awful 
sorry your suit is ruind." 

" I wanted to see how you set it," I ansered, crying a 
little cause some the things bumped my head terribly. 

" Well, now, you have seen," she said, grining so I could 
not bear to have her wipe me off; but my mother re- 
proofed her severly for doing such a thing ; Margret did 
not answer, but when they had gone back to the, parlor, 
she said to me, " will you have the rest the coconutpuding 
now, master jonny .^" so I stuck out my tung at her, and 
foUode the others — I know it is vulgar to stick out the 
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tung at anybody but the doctor, but my nose was stil so 
sweld from the seckreterry falling on it I could not turn 
my nose up, an somthing had to be done to show the nasty 
thing I knew who she set the trap for. 

* ♦ I wish I wir bigger. If the fary we are alwas 
reading about in our childruns magzines wood come and 
ask little jonny what he wanted most in the world she 
wood give his wish becaus he was such a good boy — I 
wood tell her. 

*' Make me groan up all of a sudden. I wood rather be 
a man than be president." 

Little Daisy, when I told her that, grew very serius on 
that a moment, then she askt me. 

" What wood you do fer close johnny } '* 

I told her I could easily wear some of my father s until 
I went down town an bought some. She seemed to be 
thinking about it a good eel ; she askt me sevral 
questions. 

" Wood you go to school then, jonny } " 

" Not another day." 

"Wood you play hop scotch with Willy an the boys ?*' 

" I guess not." 

"Wood you plage Mr. Bunners cat like yeu do 
now ? " 

"That depends, Daisy. If I was a good shot I wood 
only plage her once." 

"Wood you have some wifes and children, jonny .^" 

" Yes, I guess so, if I could find some first rate ones." 

"Wood you let me play with your little girls } " 

" If you are good, Daisy, an let me have your money 
you have got in your savings bank you can play witii 
them." 

So the little darling troted off an brot me her bank. I 
shook out what change there was in it, 7 pennys, 2 dimes, 
I quarter, and i gold dollar, but daisy said I mus put that 
back, so I did, but I told her she should not play with my 
little boys less she gave me the dolan 

She said she did not care to play with boys, they took 
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her things away, broked her toys, an laughed when they 
hurted her. I wonder when the little pet got that idea. 

My mother said we might put on our things an go an 
visit Suzy a half a nour — we mus not stay a minit longer. 

Suzy is a buty, brown eyes an hair, about my age ; I 
am awfly fond of her. We went out on the pavement to 
play. I had an idea come to my head, talking about the 
fary an growing up. I said to Suzy when Daisy was 
not looking. 

** What do you say to getting married ? " c 

She colored up and asked me, 

"When?" j\y ^ •" 

" Now. Let us run away an get married. I know a 
minister will do the job." r'y . .'. * 

She said she dursent After awhile she said if Daisy 
wood go along she wood. How - far 'iKras it to the 
ministers.^ - -i *:. 

I told her we wood have to take ;^* cars. 

She askt me had I enny money;*-" c^ c 

I had what my little sister gave'.tire/ but I thot I had 
better go back an get the gold dolar to p^y him. Wile I 
was gone for it Suzy told Daisy ; then we went to the 
corner. I hailed a car an we got in. We road about 2 
miles to Revrend Mr. Phelps that kepes our church. 

When we got there on his steps Susy wanted to go 
home, she is very bashful when she is going to be married, 
but I rung the bell fast so she could not hdp it I told 
the servant we wanted to see Mr. Phelps very partikalar, 
so after she had gone an askt him she shode us in his 
liberry where he was riting his serihun. He is a kind 
man to childrun. When he saw us^^he smiled and said 
pleasantly: 

''Well, my yung frends, what can I do for you to 
day?" 

I took Suzy's hand, tho she puld back ever so-hard, an 
told hhn very firmly, 

" We {want you to marry us, Mr. Phelps," an I laid 
daisy's gold dollar down on his table. 
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" Ah ! " said he, very sober ; " is that what you want, 
my little man ? " 

I ansered, " Yes, sir." 

^' I should be most happy to do it, master jonny, if the 
law allowed. It is agenst the law to marry those who ar 
under age without the ritten consent of their parens. 
Has the lady her mother's ritten consent ? and have you 
Mrs. Jones', master Jonny ? " 

I had to tell him no. 

" Have you a lisense ? " askt he. 

I began to feel retchedly disappointed. 

" Never mind," said he, kindly ; " be true to her till you 
are a man grown, jonny, then you can come agen." 

Then he wrung a little bell on his table an told the girl 
to bring a plate gf cake an some lemonade as soons she 
could ; an he gave us back the gold dollar, an was so 
jolly when we had eten our cake I began to feel better 
right away. He sent his man to put us on the cars an 
tell the driver where to stop. Our minister is a first rate 
fellow. 

♦ * * I am glad he wood not marry us, for I am as 
mad as hops at miss Susan Sloane to-day; she ^is one 
of that sort you canot get along with without quarling. 
Skyler says it is well we are not marrid, the young lady's 
temper is too unsertin. She plays with Willy now ; we 
do not 3peak. Skylar says only think if the not was tied 
how I wood feel ! Sometimes he has more sense than I 
wood think. 

My ant is gone now ; we all miss her more than wurds 
can ecspres. Skyler went home with her ; he was gone 3 
days : it took so long to get her mother to say he might 
have her. He gets lots of letters, Willy says. Evry time 
I see Sky on the steps he tells me she sends her love to 
her good little jonny. I should be much more lonesomer 
if Willy did not have a very interesting book ; I go over 
there an read in it ; it is called Robsin Cruso ; he was 
recked on a desert iland an had to liv^ there alone a good 
while til he cot his man friday. I wish to goodnes I could 
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be recked, it seems to be such fun. Willy an I have 
talked about it, but there is no way we can get recked 
when you live in a brown stone frunt in 47 street. Why 
cant little boys be bom injuns or sailers, or hunters, stead 
of going to school an lurning to spell, witch is tame ? 
Revrcnd Mr. Phelps said in church we had to be bom 
over ; I askt mama coming home was there any chanse I 
might be a sailor next time. 

*****! hav bin mising from home for some days, 
an I do not feel very well. Willy has bin missing too. 
Evry day I am cold an then I am hot ; the doctor says I 
have cot malary sleping out doors in such a sikly place as 
staten ilend ; but it was the only ilend acesible by fery 
wood anser our purpus, an we had no ship of our own to 
get recked there, so I an my man friday had to get there 
the best way we could. 

It was bout four in the afternoon we set out to get ship- 
recked ; we had our toy pistols, our gacknives, an our 
school walets packed tite with provishuns. Margret mus 
have mist the cold ham and sody biskits for tea. Willy 
had dried beef, sevral slices orange cake, an a pound of 
candy — they were straped on our backs so they would 
look like our books. 

It was a nice, warm april day when we got to staten 
iland, but the sun was seting peasefuly over the briny 
deep ; we walked along bravely till we came to thik woods ; 
when nobody was looking we climed a fense an struk in— 
we did not wish to be follode. We wanted to get down to 
the seashore where there was no houses, so we would be 
lost on a desert ile, " where the sound of the church going 
bell those vallys an rocks never herd," but it got dark 
while we were in the woods, so we give it up for that 
night, an et our supper an rold up our overcotes for a 
piUo an camped out. I had always longed to camp out 
We were so cold we had to have a fire, so my man Friday 
tride to strike fire by rubing a flint we brought with us 
on some dry twigs, but it was no go ; we had to use our 
lusifer maches jus like common people, but we got a fire 
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an sat round it, cos we were shivering like our teeth wood 
fall out. It must have bin tord morning. I aked all over 
so I cood not sleep ; so did my man Friday, so we thot 
we wood toste our toes at the fire an keep close wach for 
fear of savagis or wild beasts. Prity soon I herd a sound 
an saw two big eys like balls of fire glaring at us from the 
underbrush. I wispered to him there was a tiger or a 
panther going to jump; I 'wood fire between his eys an 
kill him or we wood be dead men. 

" Get your pistol reddy, Fridy, so if I only wound the 
brute you can finish him. Now — i, 2, 3, fire !" 

There was an instance of awfle suspence ! 

Finly the smoke clered away — there were those eys 
glaring at us the same as before ; evry instance I ecspected 
to hear a terible roar wood make the forest tremble. 

*' Fire, Friday !" I wispered — " now or never !" 

He fired. The anmal gave a awfle jump an landed with 
its four paws on my brest. It was Mr. Bunner's cat. 
Meow, meow ! It was disgusting, such cheap game. 
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IX. 

OFF FOR THE COUNTRY. 

I DONT know how that cat follode us les she smelt the 
cheese was in my wallet, we wir glad to see her. any one 
from home looks good, evn that trubelsum cat ; it was sloly 
geting daylite so we thot we wood eat our brekfest then. 
I whitled a stick to a point an tosted our cheese — the cat 
had her share ; we were friteful thirsty nothing to drink 
since noon yesterday but we manidged to make way with 
our orang cake ! then it was liter an we set fourth to dis- 
kover water to kwench our thurst. It wood take pages to 
relate our sufrings of the next two days, sufise it to say 
we could not reche the shore in a good place, so we thot 
we wood be hunters ; we set to work to bild a sheltar out 
of a .big pile of saplings cut down for whoop poles we 
found in the woods ; we got it done all but the roof the 
furst day an we found a swampy place where there was 
water, but our provishuns were friteful low, we had nothing 
but one small hunk of dride beef for super, an we didnt 
have that for that cat walked oiff with it. 

I don't want any more Cruso storys to read long as I 
live. Skyler says our cHmat is not suted to them. We 
were • sory looking fellows when the man came for his 
whoop poles an gave us his dinner that he had in a tin pail 
2 cold boyld egs, 2 slices bread an meat, some cold cofTy — 
I never thot their dinners in tin pails tasted so good ; but • 
he swore at us dredful for his whoop poles were burnt up 
our wigwom having tooken fire when we made a big one 
to sleep by, we barely escaping with our lives the first 
night we had it done — he said the loss was I2 dolars, five 
sense apeace for the poles. He was mad, but he let us have 
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his dinner when he knew we wir staffing — we promisd our 
mothers wood pay for the poles ; so my head aked awfly 
an he shode us the way out those woods an pointed the rode 
to the south ferry — ^willy an I began to think slivization 
wasnt so bad for nice little boys after all. Willy has given 
his book away to a biger boy, my ant has hurrid back to 
see if I am found — I am, but I have the malary so I have 
to go to bed evry other day — it is horid even when you 
take it in pursurves — my medsin is ; but that hartless Skyler 
says it is an il wind blows nobudy good — ^when jonny is 
sick in bed there is some cumfort visiting his girl. Margret 
is quite good nachurd even when she has to make teste 
water an lemunade, the kichen is neat an quiet, there has 
not bin a syclone in it for a week, but I bet there has bin 
a stuffed irishman in it. 

* All sorts of thots come in a little boys head when he is 
alone in his bed in the datime very thirsty an feverish. 

We are going to the country to bord for the summer 
next week if I get well enouf. It will be a agreeable 
change ; it gives me something to think of, what I will 
do this sumer, wile I lie here with the hedake. The doctor 
left his funny thermomter this morning so my mother ' 
could tell him how jonny felt when he -comes tomoro. I 
got Daisy to coax Mr. Bunner s cat to come in my room 
by chanse, I was lonesum ; I wanted to put it under the 
cats tong to find out if her life in the forists of statin iland 
had made her il, too, but that cat wood not obey as good 
as jonny does — mebbe I put it down her throte too far, 
she jumped so I was not strong enouf to hold her, right 
out my third story windo on to the back ary roof an 
broke the] doctors cynicalf thermomter all to shivers. 
Ant Alice has went to the drug store an give 2 dolars 
fer anuther. But I will punish that cat as sure as my 
name is jonny jenes. If she will resist in cutting up such 
capers she must be traned in the way she ot to go. 

Mr. Bunner ot to pay the cost of the thermomter 
for oning such a bad cat. Never mind, if anything 
happens it will be her fait. 
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I don't know how it is with uther people who have 
malary, but some the time I am hungry as a bear on my 
weller days. I feel famidged now. It is nine. My 
mother has said good night to go to bed urly, she has been 
disturbed so much lately she is very sleepy, but I have 
slept so much this afternoon I am wide awake as a hawk. 
I believe I will slip softly down to the kitchen to see if 
old Mother Hubbard (that's margret) has somethin saved 
in her cubbard. 

id % He * * '*!' 

It is midnite — silent midnite. The house is rapt in 
slumber. I cannot rest, I may as well rite in my diary as 
kick all the close of, I am so restless. I have ritten silent 
midnite hke they ^do in books, but if you could hear the 
strange awfle misterus noises I am hering you wood 
change your mind on that subjec. I am a brave little boy 
an they do not friten me. 

My mother says in the old times peple wir supersticious 
they wir afrade their own shado. I askt her did she live 
then } The gentleman was calling on her said he guess 
not. Skyler said it was luccy little jonny did not live in 
the days of wichcraft — he would have been hung for one 
he made such queer noices an did such unacountable 
things. It is not me who is making those Strang sounds, 
as they will find if they come to look. 

I rapped a sheet around me (for fere I wood each 
cold) an crep down to get somethin to eat bout nine 
as I said. 

I opnd the kitchen door very soft an suden an flaped 
my arms inside the sheet Hke I was a goose Raping its 
wings. You ot to have seen Patric jump up from^that 
table an pray with his mouth full of duck stufing she had 
warmed for him. Margret begun to screme, but all of a 
suden she broke it short off like she had-bited it in two. 

" Its that boy, Patric, never mind," said she, " go on with 
your supper. Jonny, you will each your death. Til go an 
wake your mother." 

" So will I," said I, " less you give me part." 
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Then she set me opsite Patric, an I had stiifing, cold 
rise puding, cold meat an a cup of tea. I was not so 
hungry when I went up stares agen, but Mr. Bunner's cat 
was I had coaxed to come up with me. out the back ary 
door with a bit of duck ; she is sphesly fond of duck. My 
goodness what a consirt, no one can sleep. It sounds 
partly like a cat, some like a lepard or hiena. 

My mother has come up to see if the cat was in my 
roonn. She is not. We canot find her in the house or in 
the yard yet the noise is not far of. Im afrade we shall be 
kep awake. 

P. S. Morning. 

We were trubbled all night. We herd our nabors 
throing bootjax, bottles, all sorts things, one man fired 
a revolfer. When it got dalite the mistry was reveled. 
Some one had tied a string round Mr. Bunner's cat's tail 
an hung her head down — the string was fasned at the 
other end to one the shuters of the laundry windo which 
is on the top floor. I wish I knew who did it. Poor 
crechur, there she dangled head down. I should think 
she mus feel stupid, but as she semes to avoid little Jonny 
he canot tell. 

* * * * Hurah ! I am *much weller, we start for the 
country tomoro ! Daisy is awful glad. I have told her 
we wood have grate times. She has never seen a Cow ; I 
have told her what they are like, she is anxshus to sec 
one, an to have a Lam like mary had its fleas ys white as 
snow. Margret an Patric are to remane in the basement 
an keep the house aird ; mama will feel they are taking 
good care of things. I supose it is all rite, as they will 
purchis their own provishuns, but Patric will not get so fat 
as he has got the las six weeks when my mother payed 
for them. Luccy he canot eat the furnichure. I am 
afraid I shal not sleep much to night, I am so anxshus 
to be off. 

* * * Well, I did not ecspec to spend another night 
underr this rouf imegitly, only we mist the train. Daisy 
cried, my mother was much put out, so was Margret, she 

D 
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had to get tea an breckfust for us ; as for me I was sorry 
enouf to cry too, but brave boys who are trying to be 
good never shed a tier when they are whipt. 

Mama likes to be urly ; we had evry thing reddy, the 
hack came, we loded her up with our bags, boxes, an 
ourselfs ; when we got to the chamber-streetferry we had 
15 minits to spare on the other side; the man wood not 
call our train for a J^ of a nour. We took seats in the 
waiting room. 

" Now, Jonny, don*t you stir one step out this seat while 
I by our tikkets ; remane here by little Daisy. I will 
be gone only a minit." 

I wanted to obey my mother, for I try to be a Good 
boy, but aiiuther little boy winked at me thru the windo, 
so I jus steped outside about 3 secunds to see why he 
winked like they were having fun out there. He said : 

" Come an see barnums circus coming off the feryboat ; 
they ar to perform in Paterson tomoro." 

Sure enouf, then I could see some of them thout paing 
I sent ; such a chanse don't come evry day. Margret was 
sirprised when we came back to supper. She gave us 
some bread an butter, an chiped beef, an a little jam 
we left — a slim supper ; an she says to me in a wisper : 

" Your mama will have a quiet, peaseful summer with 
you, Master Jonny, if she ever gets you there." 

But I felt the worst, becaus where we were going doubt- 
les they had a fine tea reddy for us. It was not my fait 
this time. I cooden help the crowd sirged round little 
Jonny to look at the circus ; I tried to get out of it jus as 
soon as the animals past so I could not see them any 
more. 

I didn supose it was more'n five minits witch wood 
leave ten to each the train, but it was 20 ; then I cooden 
get out, so I had to go with the biger boys who pushed 
me — it was too bad — one big boy kep singing " de rinose- 
ru» an de kangaroo," " Dar's one more ribber to cross." 
I ast him an he tol me it was the hackensack river. 

I got out quick as I could an run back, she was 
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looking for me, she said the train had gone, there 
wood not be another until mos dark that stoped at 
our station, we had better go back to our house an 
take a fresh start in the morning, she was going to tie 
me to her apurn string, I was very notty to go out the 
waiting room, we must have a hack to go home, another 
tomoro to come back — the lady in the country mite give 
our rooms to some uther family. I told her I enjoid 
riding in hacks, it was jolly, but she was vext all the same, 
she wood not anser anything I said to her riding home ; 
but Skyler was jus going in his house when our hack dru 
up, so he helped my mother out. 

" Anything rong } " he askt her. 

"O no," said she." only jonny." 

'* Jonny is the only reel Good Boy I know," said Skyler. 
If willy was as good I should be in despare. What has 
our fine little man bin up to now ? He is so thotful so 
refible, just the one to help his mother when she is trav- 
ling." He laught rite in my face. 

However we have arived here in time for dinner to day ; 

1 think I shall like it here ; it is a long white house with 

2 long porchis on a big farm, with cows, horse?, pigs, 
about 12 other borders besides ourselfs, shade trees, an 
old barn, hensnests, lams, a big wagen with 6 seats an 2 
horses gose to the station twist a day, eviy thing to make 
a boy Hapy. The man says they do not take childrun as 
a rule, but he was told I was a Good Boy, an he had con- 
sented to try me — I mus not plage the groan up borders, 
nor make myself a nusans. I was out in the barn with 
him when he talked with me about it — I told him I knew 
it, little peple should be quiet an polite. He put his 
hand on my sholder an said I was a fine fellow he thot. 
Me and he will get along, if he is plesant. 

I plade out this afternoon sevral hours ; he finds 
some folt ; I must not ride the pig, nor go in the stoll 
where the horse kiks, nor break so many nest eggs to 
see how the hen lays them, nor leve the bars down so the 
cattle went down the rode ; I mus not clime in the wagen 
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an start the horses fore he is reddy, they are yung horses, 
an mite run away, it wood be jus like em, he says ; I 
ought not to given those colts a bushel of otes out the feed 
box after he had fed them, otes wir dear an the colts 
mite burst — he hoped he should not be sory he had taken 
little Jonny to borde. 
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HE ENJOYS FARM-LIFE MORE AND MORE. 

I HERD him tell miss Trimble, the nervus border, he 
regreted taking little Jonny, only his mother an sister wir 
so nice he didn like to send em away ; his house was not 
full, he wood lose 15 dolars a week (miss Trimble pays 6). 
She must try to bare it ; praps the boy wood improve 
with age like apple-jack. So I pesoom we shal be alowed 
to remane here. 

I take a grate intrest in farming ; I am going to be a 
farmer like him when I grow up ; he lets me folio him 
round, cause he says when I am with him he knows where 
I am. I help him plant potatose ; when they are all in 
we are going to plant corn, six akirs. He says he hopes 
the crows won't pick it half up. He also says he will 
reduse the prise of my borde if I get so useful to him. 
He purproses I shall dress up in some of his old close an 
play I am a skare cro to keep them oiff ; he will give me 5 
sense a day, but I know a better way. 

He is worrid bout a strange epidemic has attacked his 
fouls ; evry morning lately he has found two or three dead 
ones lieing around — he cant see what they dyed of. 
Curisly enouf it is only the roostirs have the decease. I 
am afraid to tell him how I thot they were crows becaus 
they cruso, and how I fixed them so they wood not eat up 
his corn when it was planted, so I got up very urly when 
they began to crow an lassode all I could each — I shall 
not lasso any more now I have lurned they are not crows. 
There is a enormis gobler, mos as tall as I am, struts 
about the barnyard as if he was monark of all he survade ; 
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if he makes me mad agen chasing me as he did yesterday 
I'm afrade Mr. Hopper will wonder what diseze carrid 
him off an burid him behind the barrak, for Bruno has 
nosed round the spot an pawd away the erth so some of 
his tale fethers show. 

Daisy likes it here as well as I do ; we have lots of fun 
when I am not busy farming. She will insist in todling 
round after me trying her level best to do what her brother 
does ; if she was a boy we wood have more fun, not 
but what I am very fond of my little sister ; but Mr. 
Tomson (one of our borders who is not marrid) says 
girls should stay in the house an lurn to so an nit. he 
does not beleve in womans writes. He said a good eel at 
the supper table las night ; Miss Fenn she ansered him 
back, she wood rather be miss antony an dun with it than 
some crechurs she had seen cald dudes — she did not 
think dudes ot to be alowed to vote, with made them all 
laugh because Mr. Tomson flaters himself he is i. 

Miss fenn is prity an writch ; all the borders like her, I 
wood like to marry her when I grow up but she says she 
will not wait, she wispered to me las night there was 
some one coming nex week she was rather fond of — then 
she gave me some creme candy so I wood not feel too 
bad. 

It is curius how some things you read about actually 
hapen. Yesterdy I read somethin to daisy in moother 
goose — I did not think she wood rite about us before 
we did it, yet it seems she did ; what she wrote was this 

"Jack an jill 

Went up the hill 
To get a bucket of water 

Jack fell down 

And broke his cro^^'n 
And jill came tumbling after." 

that was us. it hapened yesterdy. We were playing 
girl's play to please Daisy— it was take tea — for we had 
got in the dary an borrode a picher of creme, some bread 
an butter, an we had some cakes our mother gave us. 
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We had to have water to boil in daisy's dolls teakettle, 
mamma had said " children you mus never go to the 
spring, you might fall in head formost and get drownded 
fore anybody herd yer holler." 

But we went evry day when she was not looking, but we 
never went when they knew it. It was very deep. There 
was a borde acrost it to walk out an fill your bukit, but 
mother Goose is mistaken, it was a tekettle we had, witch 
made me dizy when I stooped over, an I fell in. My hed 
fell down in the mud at the bottom an my feet fell up 
forchinitly for Daisy to pull me out. I didnt holler 
cause my mouth was full of water and pollywogs. 

I tell you it was a tug for Daisy but she draged me 
out at last on the borde witch skrached my nose some but 
I was saved. 

Mother goose is rong I did not brake my crown I only 
mudid it. I was damp all over, so Daisy made me a 
good hot cup of catnip tea and gave me all the-cakes. 
She was quite damp too^ cause she fell in when I was so 
heavy ; we did not wish to be seen in such a plite, so we 
went an hid behind the current bushes an et green curents 
till it was pich dark. 

We were chilly when we went in ; we did not get a 
wliiping but we got sore throte, witch is horrible cause you 
cant swallow half your nice things no matter how much 
jelly miss Fenn brings you. 

* * * We are better now. It is tuff being sick a week 
this time of year when you are hording where there is 
some fun evry minit. I have been to look at the spring. 
Mr. hopper has had a barbd wire fense put all round it, 
with a gate which is lockd an the key gone. I beleve 
mama paid for the wire fense. 

This forenoon Mr. Tomson said I was a grate plage 
becaus he wanted to be alone on the porch with Miss 
Fenn. I have herd Miss Trimble say he only hordes in 
this quiet place because she does ; he has made up. his 
mind he will make his living by asting some writch young 
lady to suport him in good stile. I was lying low behind 
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some rose bushes at the end of the porch, diging for wurms ; 
he did not know I was there till I thru a little weenty 
teenty stone wood not hurt a baby only it hapened to take 
him in the eye an made it water. He got angry at 
jonny ; I guess it was not the stone but jonny*s being 
there put him in a rage. He started to catch me, an I 
ran for the barn, cause I thot Mr. hopper was there, so he 
wood not dare to tuch me. 

Mr. Tomson is a terible coward ; he is afrade of all 
kinds of animals, even sheeps : he never drives the colts ; 
he thinks the barn-yard is a desgusting place — city life 
for him, he says. But he was so mad at jonny he forgot 
he never went to the barn ; it was ruther a cool morning 
for the last of may ; he had put a red scarf round his neck 
to look prity ; it stremed back on the air when he run to 
catch jonny. The old ram was looking on calmly in sir- 
prise — could not stend that ; he thot it was a chalinge on 
purpus, so he joined in, but Mr. Tomson was not aware 
of his danger until it was too late. Sudenly sumthin 
struck him with such fource he went rite down on his 
hans and gnees. My goodnes, how the men who came 
out the barn did laugh. 

Miss Fenn, who had run to see what become of her little 
favorite, laughed, too. He jumped up very spry for him, 
and lookd behind to see what — o my what a yell he gave 
when he saw the ram loring those big horns agen — he for- 
got he was chasing jonny to punish him, and took a hasty 
refuse in the barn — the ram was after him, so the big door 
at the back was open an he kep on thru, the terible beste 
after him, all round the barn twist — he did not think to 
clinle the ladder an take refuse in the hamow. 

mr Hopper tried to call the ram off, he hit him with the 
rake witch stoped him half a minit — Mr tomson sezed the 
oportunity to doge thru a gate open into a field, he was 
too fritened to member to shut the gate after hisself. such 
a seen of ecsitement you seldom saw, mama an the uther 
ladies looks out their windows, the calf foiled, the roosters 
flapped an crowed ; mr. Tomson he was out of breth so he 
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stopped to look about if he was safe — o horor of horors, 
not only was that nraged crechur close after him, but 
everything in the field had joined in the stampese, fore 
cows, two big oxen, I the colts was out to grass, an the 
red bull the other side the field saw the fun an the red 
scarf flying, an begun to bello and paw the ground, it wood 
make your hair stand on end if you wer afrade like mr 
Tomson is. 

It did not make his hair stand on end because he fell 
rite down an fanted away in his trax. It was the bes 
thing could hapen to him, Mr. Hopper said, for when the 
bull rusht up an saw the fo did not stir, he sniffed an 
sniffed, an finly walked away in disgust — they said he thot 
the enemy was dead — they will not toss them when they 
are dead. When the brute walked off the men went an 
pikked him up an carrid him to the pump an sprincled 
him well, so he had to put on a collar was starched better 
when he come too. He remaned pale all day. Mrs. 
Hopper has had to repare his close ; he is deeply offended 
with me an Miss Fenn, I believe he leves for Saratoga 
when his week is up. He abhaws the country a good ell 
wurser than he did before. She is not sory he is going. 
There will be anuther to take his place at table so the 
farmer need not care. 

* * * Some the borders complane they expected to 
have more fresh egs for brekfast when they borde on a 
farm. Mr. Hopper says the hens have sudenly stoped 
laing ; daisy an I don't like egs fer breakfast, we have so 
many when we play dolls teparty out under the big 
chesnut tree down by the meddow. We have a old tin 
pail was throne away to boil, water fer our tea ; it leeks 
some, witch puts out the fire, but rosted egs are very good 
when you rap them in brown paper an berry them in the 
ashes ; there is salt fer the sheeps an cows in the barn. I 
generaly eat seven but she can make way with only 4. 
We have spoilt a few making cake with sand, the cake 
will not rise but I think if we can find some sugar it will. 

I was bound I wood have some fun with that old ram so 
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I took Daisys red flanel jackit an went out alone in the 
sheep field, witch is a poor place, all mullin stawks ; there 
is quite a stream of water runs thru it, it is sometimes hi 
after a hevy rain like we had las' night. There is a bridge 
over it, it is a steep bridge lo or 12 feet above the water, 
the beams come out, so you can sit on the end of em an 
fish, I have fisht sevral times an cot 3 minows once ; but 
to day I ruther have some fun with that cross old ram, he 
has chased me once too offen. So I went and sat on the 
string piece where it comes out at the side the bridge ; I 
calld the sheeps an shook her red sack till he saw it an got 
jolly mad ; he made a rush to but me off into the deep 
water — ^jus' as he thot he was going to but me off, I droped 
an hung on by my hans, he went rite over, kirsouse, in the 
streme, 10 feet below ; you wood smile to see how 
astonisht that ram apeared when he swum' out. But 
he was not thurly subdude yet. I shook the red rag an 
prity soon he came at me agen. After he had done it 3 
times he semed ashamed of hisself an sneked away — I 
guess he will not trouble little Jonny any more at present. 
He will be more respekful. 
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XI. 

HE DRIVES THE COLTS. 

A Good Boy likes to be Useful. I have bin helping 
Mrs. hopper make butter. I guess I chirned as much as 
2 minits before my arms aked an she chirned the rest the 
time til it came. I was much sirprised to find it was 
made out of milk. She ecsplaned it to me very nisely. 
only she said city Butter is made out of sope fat ; city 
milk is made out of chawk an water like we wash off our 
blak-borde at school ; country milk is made out of cows. 

She gave me some butermilk to drink ; I said she 
must give that Cow lemenaid to drink — I did not fansy 
it, but I liked to see her work the butter with a ladle, an 
pres it in little woodin things that made it have a picture 
on it when it came out. I wood help her agen tomoro 
but she does not want me to, jus becaus I invented a 
labor-saving masheen wood help her chirn without so 
much troubble. She had ecsplaned to little Jonny how 
if you keep the creme in constant moshun the butter will 
Come ; so when she went to get her butterbole he put a 
hop-tode he saw in the sellar in the chirn ; it stans to 
reson if the tode kepes hopping you do not need to work 
the dasher, so I plade marbles while she got the buterbole. 
then she smiled an said jonny was not very pursivering ; 
then I told her she need not work so hard, the hop tode 
would make it come. 

You ot to have herd her squeel when she took the cover 
off an looked ! — " 6 pouns if there is announce," said she ; 
" your mother will have to pay for it — it mus go to feed 
the pigs — I shall put it in her bill." I ast her plese not 
to, it wood grese the bill — if mama pays for it the pigs 
shall not have it ; give it to Daisy an me to make cake 



Digitized by 



Google 



76 A Good Boys Diary. 

an pies down by the brook ; but she said it wood rune 
our close to play with butter. 

Her face did not get plesant till mama told her at 
dinner she wood pay for Jonny ecsperment Mr. hopper 
said I wood doutles be a famus orignal inventir when I 
grew up, I seemed to have so many novel idees ; but he 
was afraid I wood have warts if I handled em — let em 
alone was his advise — if I wanted to amoos myself I mite 
whitle out a small wind mill, with paper sales, an fix it on 
the barnyard gait. A good idee. 

I made it this afternune : it is a sucess. 
After I made it me an Daisy went to do some cooking for 
our play te down by the brook. I had finded a fu egs 
when I was hunting for them in the hamow ; we broked 
about 40 in a large milk pan was out in the yard in* the 
sun — our omlet wood a bin ecslent only my dear little 
sisters dress took fire while she was setting the pan on. I 
was very thotful. I tol her not to holler but to jump \vl 
the brook, an she jumpted in an put it out — there is only 
I large blister on her nee. She said it smarted dredful, but 
I told her never mind, be a Brave girl, like boys ar ; do 
not tell any one or they will not let us cook any more ; 
but when she was undrest to put on a clean one to come 
to tea my mother saw it — she almos had a Fitt. She 
cride when she said how it must have smarted an the poor 
little child not complane when her brother told her not to. 
She aded — " Johnny wood have houled like a Dog on a 
moonlite night had he bin hurted like his little sister was " 
— but mama is predgudist. After this we have got to eat 
our egs raw. She made me sit down till tetime an read in 
a stupid book, it said : 

" Do noble dedes, not think them, all day long." 
so I thot I ot not to be siting there thinking all the noble 
things I wisht to do — I beter slip out an begin to do them 
*vile my mother was puting vasaleen on Daisy's nee. That 
is the way little johnny is made — to act, not to be punisht 
siting still in a chair — he is a nactiv child who ot not to be 
set down. 
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I thot it wood be a noble dedc to creep out the window 
on the porch roof, cause my mother's door into the hall 
waslockt, an slide down on the pillars to the ground, clime 
into the wagon, I herd them hiching up, and ride to the 
stashun an have some fun. So I did it. My hans got 
skrached fearful sliding down by the vines on the pillar, 
my close too. 

I wood have stoped after I got started, but it was too 
late ; when you are sliding down a place it is too late to 
repent. So I found ; it brot tears to my eyes to think 
how I was not minding my mother. When I got to the 
wagon Mr. Hopper was gone for the whip, so I cralled in 
quick and hided under one the seats. The lap robe hung 
down so he did not see me. He drove up front the house, 
and 2 3 the ladys got in to ride to the stashun to meet their 
husbins. I was quiet all the time. When we got there 
the trane was not in. He got out to get some powdered 
sugar for the strawburies, like his wife told him, in the 
store. The ladys got out cause they were timid — those 
colts mite run — so mr Hopper kep his eye on them evry 
minit ; but I twiched the rains very hard an hit one of em 
on the side he couldn see, for I wanted to make him think 
those colts wood run away. He never tuched them, with 
the whip. When I whiped them careful on the side he 
could not see, they started. 

He droped his sugar on the ground — I was told — the 
paper birst, the sugar spilled out like it was flour. " Whoa, 
billy, whoa jim," he said, very gentle, not to startil them, 
only I was tickling Billy with the whip. You ot to see 
Mr. Hopper run ! Lots of folks rund. One fellow come 
rite up before them so the pole gnocked him down. They 
did not dreme little jonny was in the wagen, under the lap 
robe, making them go. They were soon out of site, but 
not out of mind. I wood have givn all I oned I had not 
done it. 

[I wood menshun here, if my diry ever gets printed like 
georgie's did, to all small boys who reed it, it is too late to 
be sory when you are sliding down a pillar or the team is 
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riming away with you in the waggon. The time to be sory 
is before it happens.] 

A cold chill crepes over me when I think how those colts 
galluped — this side the road, then the other — Mr. Hopper 
wa& left far, far behind before I could say "jak Robsin" — 
the ladys did not fancy having to walk home through the 
ciust about 2 miles — they say Mrs. hopper when she saw 
them dash past the kitchen door without any depo waggon 
behind em rite into the stable foming at the mouth, droped 
the platter of frikaseed chicken she was carying rite on the 
floor. Their girl says it has made an awfle greeSpot for 
her to scrub out. She just stood an scremed " o lordy they 
are all killed," as if that wood help matters. I wish I could 
a seen her do it; but I was not there, no indede, poor 
little jonny was thrown out the waggon like he was a bullet 
going out of a gun when they came to the peace of woods 
where they runed into a big tree — rip, rip. My goodness, 
how things did tear till the waggon give up an let the colts 
go. It was beter luck than Mr, hopper ecspected when 
they run home into the stable ; they are not mutch in- 
jured, only scrached, but it will make them unmanijable 
he says ; the depo waggon is prity well gone up. 2 wheels 
broke, the dashborde gone, the pole shivered ; the harnis 
is in a bad way. 

Mr. Hopper canot imadgin what started them ; it was 
not the train for it had not got in. 

My arm is black an blue from hed to foot ; it is paneful, 
but I dursent tell my mama to put some wich hasle on it ; 
it wood cost so dolars if any budy finds out little jonny 
was thrown out that waggon when the colts rund away. 
He fell in a soft grassy place or I dont dare reflekt what 
wood become of him. When he got home they were at 
supper ; he put on a jakit was not burst out at the arm- 
hole an come down very quiet an behaved beautifully at 
the table. 

Miss Fenn notised he was pale ; after supper she askt 
him was he sick t He wir walking up an down the porch. 
I told her no mam I was weller than usyul, but my sister 
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had burnt her nee ; then she askt me what made me hold 
my arm so stif, like it hurt me to move it, so I thot I had 
better go an see how my wethervane was geting 
along. 

My mama is so glad Jonny did not hapen to ask could 
he go to the depo this time ; but she is looking at my 
other jakit altogether too sharply to sute me ; she does 
not see how it tored so badly an the sieve one big grass 
stane ; but I have told her how I spraned my arm 
sliding down the pillar, so now she is puting wich hasle 
on it. 

* * * * I do not like Mr. Hopper's Hired boy, ebenezir, 
very well, we do not get along together ; he is awfle con- 
seated, says he is as good as I am eny day — " I am a little 
dude aint good for nothing but to ware store close," — he*d 
be ashamed to ware out shoos in warm wether — ^he goes 
barefoot like the gees an dux ; he is quite a smart Boy to 
Work, but he is a telltale witch I despise. I canot pik a 
few strawberies jus to try if they are ripe he is not peking 
thru the curant bushes an goes strait to tell Mr. Hopper, 
when it is those Hens that gobble them up. When I find 
a few duzen egs now he makes me take them to the 
kitchen stead of leting me play with em ; yesterday he did 
not like it cause I borrode Miss. Fenn*s bow an narrows 
when she was gone riding an tride my skill on a brood of 
little chicks — I had better luck than I did when I wasted 
my ant Alice's on that cat, I gnocked over 4 when ebenezer 
came running up an took Miss Fenn's bow away an said 
he'd thrash me within a ninch o my life if I did that agen. 
I am too much of a gentleman to like to be spoken to that 
way, so now I do not speak to him less I want him to do 
something for me. He is quite helpful teching me to do 
some useful things ; he helped me fix my wethervane, but 
he told me it was a shame the way I took those hansome 
pictures out of my sister's story books to make the sales 
out of. 

He is very good to Daisy when he has time, he puts her 
on the old Horse an hold her on an walks him around to 
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lurn her to ride ; she likes it but she is fritened, only he 
keeps hold of her an ncurriges her to stick on ; so when he 
was plowing with the oxn I thout I wood give my dear 
, little sister a ride on the old Horse too ; I like to be kind 
to my only sister ; an I led him up to the fense behind 
the barn an coaxed her to clime on when I coodn't hft her 
on an led him about very slow and earful. If she had not 
scremed an yeld an failed off agenst a napple tree in the 
orchird she wood not bin hurt one bit. mama was afraid 
she was kild becaus she was sensles when ebenezer brot 
her in the house. That boy told her jonny ot to have 
a thrashing, he wood do it fer her if she didn feel able, jus 
as if I was to blame that old horse, 30 years old, had more 
go in him than you wood have thot. I wanted to see if 
he was playing lazy — if there was any his 2 forty gate left 
in him I wood get it out, so when Daisy holded on tite an 
was not looking, I jus stuck a pin in his 4 quarter, deep. 
He evdently thot that it was a wasp the way he bounded 
away. I hollered to Daisy to stick on till I cot him, but 
she did not know enuf when she only had his mane to hold 
on — no saddel, no bridel — when he galuped past a napple 
tree she got scraped off; she did not screme when we 
carried her in — she was too unconshinable. 

Even Miss Fenn looks severely at jonny now. They ot 
to be thankful she is able to sit up an eat strawberries stid 
of skowling at her poor brother who is not to have some 
becaus he tride to have her enjoy herself. Never mind, 
there's lots of wild ones I shall not tell Daisy where when 
I go alone. I mus not walk thru Mr. hoppers hay till it is 
cut, but am going to have them berrys if I crall thrue it 
like a snaik, an if ebenezer says some more impertnent 
things to me I will put one in his bed I kild yesterday. If 
I had such a hat as his Ide wear a umbrela an done with 
it. I tell him he looks like a grasshoper with a toadstool 
on its head. He knows a good eel but he hasn found out 
why the cows do not gwe so much milk as they did — he 
never dreems it is jonny lurning to milk in the pasture 
behind the woods. If a good boy wants to be truly useful 
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he mast lurn to milk, pick berrys, chop wood, plant 
corn. 

Daisy an I ar ecspecting to make 4 pounds butter 
tomoro. I have set the milk in the maple suggar trofs 
an we are going to chirn it with the close pounder. 
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XII. 

HE ENJOYS HAYMAKING. 

My mother does not want her Only son to be cut to 
peaces by the mowing masheen ; she made me stay in her 
room all the 4 noon, but she alowed me to sit in the 
window where I could see them mowing in the meadow 
witch made me want to be there perfectly awful. When 
I have little boys of my own that are Good like me I shall 
allow them to enjoy themselfs their own way. 

Some parents are more crueler than they mean to be 
I wonder what my mama, or Miss Fenn, or Mr. Tomson 
wood do, speshly Mrs. hopper, if they wir sitted down 
in a chair an nordird not to stir for 2 nours. 

I dare say t/tey wooden think of ennything they wanted 
to do rite away, o no ! 

Their noses wooden ich if their hands wir tide behind 
so they couldn scratch it. o no ! 

They wooden want to go an get a drink of water, o 
no ! 

They wooden remembir they forgot to let the cat out 
the milk room, o no ! 

They wooden be sory they were not there to see how 
big old Bruno ackted when he had the door of his kenle 
shut an butoned with a very large wasps nest put in there 
for a pillo. o no ! 

They wooden want to play cats cradle with a string 
to amuse their little sister, o no ! 

. Groan up people like to be set down an have their 
hands tied, course they do ! They never do anything 
notty. Mrs. hopper didn say the dekon's wife was a bak- 
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biter — ^Mr. hopper did not say bad words a blue streak 
when those colts plunged round the ha field an threw him 
off the moing mashun and cut his hand, Miss Fenn did 
not tell Mr. Tomson her hed aked when he wanted her 
to walk up in the orchard with him. o no ! 

Nobody does wrong but little Jonny ! If I had my 
way I'd have some people I know sitting down 2 nours 
with their hands tide behind their backs when the flies 
an musketose wir thik. 

Mothers dont ever get out of temper and jirk their 
little boys around till their jackit tairs. o no ! 

But she let me go in the afternoon when they wir 
turning it over. Mr. hopper says I may ride to the barn 
on evry lode tomoro if I do not get into mischif, so I 
shall try very hard not to get in, tho ebenezir says he 
knows ril up and do something dreadful — if he was 
hopper he wooden let me in site of the hafield while 
the masheen was in it. ebenezer drove the old horse 
round with the rake— it is quite surprising how it takes it 
up and lets it go jus as if it knew what it was about, but 
it made a mistake when it took little johnny up by his 
new nickerbockers an scrapted his elbo an hurted his ey 
an turned him over like his mama does sometimes, but he 
had ruther, after all, be turned over by a ha rake than 
his mother — he gets dropped quicker. 

The ladies who borde here all went down to the meddo 
after supper to help pile up the hay so the due will not 
ruin it at night ; they had jolly times. Mr. Tomson said 
miss Fenn put him in mind of maud muller — she was too 
cute for enything as a hamaker, he wish she was i alwus ; 
he wisht he was a artis he wood pante her that way. he 
is not one but she is a very good drawer, when she was 
tired raking hay she sat down under a big tree and drew 
some things in her sketchbook, the Old horse, ebnezir, 
the big rake — you would a know ebnezir's hat any where, 
there was hardly room for that an the hay waggon too. 

There was a dear little donky running about in the next 
field, mama \ promist to buy him for me if be is for sail. 
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I shal jump for joy if she buys him. Miss Fenn drew me 
a picture of him, only she made its face an ears look so 
much like Mr. Tomsons I could not decide was the donky 
him or was he the donl<y. but she wood not give it to me 
for fear I mite drop it where he wood find it. Pritty soon 
it began to bray. mrs. hopper said it was a sine of rain, 
she was afraid the hay wood get wet ; it would be a moon- 
lite night ; if we tride we mite get it all in by leven : she 
wood trete us to hot coffy an cake if we did it an ebenizer 
could fiddle for us to danse a nour afterwords. 

Such a frolic you never herd ! I guess that donky thot 
we wir laffing an shouting to him, he wood anser evry little 
while. We all worked like bees ; miss Fenn she helped 
lode up just like a farmers dotter, very fast ; but mr. Tom- 
son he took a little hay on his fork like it was a mouthful 
of sparogras, till she askt him was he feeding himself, 
stead of loding the wagon, which seemed to ofend him, he 
wood not speke to her rite away. 

Every time the waggon went to the barn we wood ride 
on the lode ; Miss Fenn wood clime up like a squirl but 
he was scarted every time he mite fall off ; so he fell off 
at last, cause little jonny had puld out a awful lot of hay 
under where he sat down so when the horses started he 
slid off like he was oyled. It was a sad, sad aksident — 
the hevy wheels cut off both his^ 

My goodnes, I wish that screech owl wooden hoot so 
rite in that apletree I cant see what I am riting. I am 
going down an out to see fy cant throw a stone will nock 
him off that lim. 

I saw a dark objec high up the tree ; I could see it plane 
by moonlight, so I hunted round an found a stone wood 
do. Now says I Mr Owl you have hooted your last hoot, 
an I threw it. I am very good throer, I have praktisd so 
much. I gess I hit him strate in the ey. There was a 
crash of appel bows, stone an Owl altogether ; when I 
pict him up he was ded as a doornale — only I was sirprised 
to find on a close examination it was Mr Hoppers uther 
turky gobbler, the last of his race, had a bad habit of 
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. roosting in trees, so he is gone. I am sory, or shall be if 
his owner fines out how he met his fate. 

I hav crep back very sofly, leving it to be inferd he got 
hold some that corn was soked in lie, got intosticated, an 
tumbled out of bed an broked his nee. The Owl is still 
hooting somwhere near ; it is very late, so I will only Ad 
the hevy wheels of that waggon, with a ton of hay on it 
an sevral peple cut off both mr. Tomson's cote tales — the 
only decent cote he had. 

* * * * There has bin weping an waling an nashing of 
teeth, like it tells about in my sundy scool lesson ; indede 
the hole naborhood has bin shooken as by a siclone ; the 
man that kepes the postofis has ritten a acount of it for 
the hoppertown jurnal, so Jonny jones, the Good boy from 
the city, is farrtus, from no fait of his own — simply becaus 
he is a brite, intelgent child, who reads in books what 
other Good children do why canot he do it hisself ? — so he 
does it. 

There was a lady come here to borde las week ; she 
had a little sun about my sister's age, nigh 7 ; she came 
for his helth, as he had had hooping cough in the spring ; 
his name was Tommy ; he was ruther a pale, nise child, 
only he was Afraid of everything — cows, sheeps, lams, 
rams ; he wood cry if he saw that donkey, yet he did 
not cry when he saw Mr. Tomson. He wood screme if 
Ebnezer set him on the old horse, or the Cows winked 
when they wer sleepy. If the bull bellode he wood think 
it was thunder, an run an clime in his mother's lap. 

She tol us it was becaus Tommy was a febul child ; she 
askt me to be very careful of her little sun when I plaid 
with him, as if he was a neg shell, not let eny thing come 
near him to friten him not even a lam. So me an Daisy 
were very careful of him. We tot him many useful things, 
how to swalo raw egs ; how to wade in the brook an put 
your shoos an stocins on agen so your mother will not 
know you have cot cold doing it ; how to eat green curants 
when you are hungry betwene meals ; how to put a ded 
crow that got hit with one of Miss Fenn's arrows in the 
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well so Mrs. Hopper could not tell what had happened to 
her pet ; an many other things. 

It is a sad pity that crow walked rite along in front of 
the target jus as little jenny was triing his skill, for she 
only had it a week — her uncle sent it to her, he had traned 
it to the cutest things— sometimes when that Crow looked 
at me I felt sure he knew it was I let the ram come in 
the yard where Tommy was, but he was an awfle thief, 
he carried off her specktickles, her steel thimble an a 
spoon the first day ; if I had not found where he put them 
behind the chimney on the kichen roof, she wood never 
known, but she liked him all the same. That is the way 
of the world ; a Crow can do bad things, peple laugh at 
him ; but when a good little Boy gets into trubble he has 
no frens. Well, I hope he wont spoil the welwater ; evry 
one like to drink it it is so cold an pure. 

I am tired of riting, my fingers are stif I guess one is 
most broken where the big barn gate got shut on it when 
I let the bull out to scare Tommy, so I think I will save 
riting by cuting it out the hoppertown jurnal an pasting 
it in my diary. 

*The Babes in the Woods.' 

No I wont nuther, cause that reporter has nuthing rite 
—they never do, I unnerstand, get things corect ; so I 
will leve it till tomoro night an ' make a statement of facs ' 
as the man who ecspecs to be a noffis holder at our table 
is always talking about. 

* * * Well, the very first thing that took place was 
when they came to supper all 3 them children wir mising. 
I guess evry body was glad to eat their supper in peace, 
as they said they will come in before long, little Johnny 
will take good care of them ; when they find how hungry 
they are they will put in an apeerence ; but when 
Tommy's mother and Miss Lenn went out to the barn 
an down to the spring and in the field by the brook, they 
wir not there, so then my mother went down in the meddo, 
for it was getting dark, but we were not there. 
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There was a very good reason for this if they had only 
knone it, but it apears they did not know it, for when 
little jonny takes panes they shall not find it out he 
genraly sucksedes. 

When Tommy's mama began to sob an cry the borders 
put on their hats, also Mr hopper an Ebenezer who had 
to go to the station lookd all along the rode an nquired at 
the station wir those children there ? Those children wir 
not there — far from it ! When they came back without any 
traces (of the 3 children, not the harnis) my mama rote a 
telagram to Margret, had jonny run away home with his 
little sister an a small boy named Thomas, anser right 
away. About leven the answer came, ebenezir was waiting 
for — not to her nolHdge. 

Bout midnite a strange woman was notisd getting off 
the train. She nquired the way to mr. Hoppers. By 
that time there wir 2iy peple, in fac the hole naborhood 
scowering the country for those lost children. It was 
Margret come to see what had happened to that boy 
jonny — was he in another skrape? My mama birsted 
out a crying when her fatheful servant come in the gate 
an askt her what was up. The hoppertown Jurnal says it 
was a tuching seen. 

The stars shone britely in the sky ; the milky way gave 
no sine it knew three helples children wir losted out in 
the Deep Dark nite, but the sirch went on. Lanterns 
glitered like litening bugs in the fields an woods, but the 
dawn came thout bringing the lost little ones to lite. 

That reporter has a very good stile, dont you think so ? 
If peple wir intelgent an read books like I do, they mite 
have knone little jonny wood take care of his little sister 
an poor febul Tommy. 

It was about 8 o'clok of a plesent sumer morning when 
the odor of coffy became 2 strong to be resisted ; little 
jonny crep out from the hamow an began to edg towrd 
the house. 

ebenezir was the first to notis him, he was milking the 
cows, it was late for them, but he had jus got back from 
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sirching fer those children — he jumped up so quick the 
pale fell over ; it was a shame such a lot of milk was 
wasted, he cot my arm an ast me where were Daisy an 
Tommy ? I ast him wood he never betray me, I was 
their wikked uncle who had murdered them for their 
money — would he bring me some brekfast out behind the 
barrak ? after witch I wood resoom my flite. He stared 
at me like he was mad, then he cot hold of me titer and 
yeld so evry body inside of a mile came running — tommy's 
mamma an mine heded the list. 

" He says he has murdered 'em," gasped Ebenezir. 

** Jonny !" cride my mother, timing pale. 

" Not truly, mama,*' said I. " your Good boy wood not 
truly murder his sister and tommy, I was only playing 
they were the Babes in the Woods. I am their Wikked 
uncle. I only purtended to sleigh them. I waited to see 
if the birds wood cover them up. when I saw the birds 
wooden cover them I got leaves an did the job myself, 
then I hided so I wood not be found an Hung for sleigh- 
ing my neece and nefu." 

They made me take them to the spot. When we got 
ther« they wir not there, the Leaves wir there, so they 
could see I had covered them. Tommy's mama weeped 
an wailed like the world was coming to a End. She need 
not. they were in a man's house found them crying on 
his dorestep bout midnite, bout 5 miles from paterson. 
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XIII. 

HE EARNS MONEY FOR THE HEATHEN. 

There are funny peple borde to this house. Miss 
Trimble is funny. She says if she had such a boy as 
Mrs. Jones' she wood go wild. My mama when she herd 
it said it was true — if Miss Trimble had one she would go 
wild — with joy. She is about my mother's age but you 
wood ofend her deeply if you tliot so ; sometimes you 
wood not think she was older than Daisy to hear her 
talk — ^she is very young of her age. She will not speke to 
me to day becaus yesterdy when she was sitting under 
the Tm tree. with Mr. Tompson a spider kep croUing over 
her nek — evry time she wood brush it off it wood come 
back. They wer very Deep in Conversashun. Only when 
miss Trimble talked she wood jump an say ouch evry 2 
minits ; even spiders could not make her give up she was 
so Intrested in the subjec — I believe it was Matter of 
money. Mr. Tompson askt her if he Wanted a Wife did 
she believe any Girl wood Have him ! She gigled an said 
of course a7iy girl not prevously engaged wood be hily 
honored — then the spider made her jump an say ouch ; 
but she did not leave " Because," he went on in a lo voise, 
" I have long bin thinking I wood ask you, Miss Trimble 
— ^you ar my frend, are you not ? " 

" Till deth do us part," was her solium anser, tho it was 
crolling around lively way down her sholder blade. 

" If you have observed my Devoshun since I came 
here '' 

" O mr. Tompson, of course I have not bin blind," (but 
I notis she alwus wears glases when she reads in her own 
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room, she takes em off quick when I come in without 
nocking.) 

" Then, Miss Trimble, tel me, tel me, do you think it is 
returned ? " 

" It is^' says she, letting her head sink on his sholder 
like her nek was broken. 

The spider crolled way up her hair but she let him croll 
— she did not even notis when her front crimps came off 
like they were a bird flying away on 2 wings ; but mr. 
Tompson ackted kind of sirpriced : he jumped rite up, so 
her head jounced, an spoke very quick. 

" If you advise it, dear Miss Trimble, I will speak to 
her this very noun The opinyun of so old a frend ot to 
give confidens, — there she is now, going off with her little 
basket to gather wildflowers ! " and he went away at the 
rate of lO knots a nour to go with Miss Fenn down by 
the brook. He did not look back onse ; it is well he did 
not, tho she did not miss her crimps till she went in the 
house ; but she bursted out a crying, rung her bans, 
stamped her foot — I don't know what she mite have done 
nex had I not tikkled her nose with a long switch, so she 
looked up an saw me. 

" Are you there, you little plage ? " she ast, turning kind 
of green. " I hope you'll fall an brake your nek. Youre 
alwus where you ar'nt wanted ! If you ever brethe a living 
word what me an he wir talking about, I'll poison you ! 
Ha ha ha, he has gone. togging after that little flirt to get 
the mitten]^he dusurves ! She wooden wipe her old slipers on 
him, ha ha ha ! I only wish I was up that tree by the 
brook, like you are jonny, to hear her tell him she is 
alreddy engaged ! I never could endure Mr. Tomson from 
the 1st day he came here. Be sure, jonny, you tell evry 
body I refust him outrite ! if you will tell them so I will 
nit you a pair of red silk stocins to wear with your velvet 
niccerbokkers." 

So I said I wood tell them if they ast me. 
At supper folkses behaved querely ; Miss Fenn was 
very chatty with Mr. Hopper, as fast as her tung could 
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run ; she did not look at mn Tomson, who must have had 
somethin the matter with his Apetite — he wood not eat, 
only drank 2 cups of hot tea, I nugged mama to see how 
Miss Trimble talked to Mr. Leech evry minit. She had 
found some more crimps, which is all rite — the robins are 
bilding a nest with the others which will be a help to them 
— he is a elaboratory, or has got one in the city, is a 
chemist about 60, is a widower — so she was asking him if 
it was not dredful the way you had to swallo oleomargre- 
. tine in the city, when I thot of somethin that had puzeld 
me out on the lawn, so I thot I wood ask her then, 4 I 
forgot it. I had to speak very Loud they were all talking 
so fast, so I ast her — 

" I am a good boy, an- Tm going to keep my promis to 
tell them you refust him if you will nit me the red silk 
stoccins, Miss Trimble, but I have been sirprised if you 
hate him so what made you lean your head on Mr. 
Tomsons shoulder for — vras your neck tired } " 

Evry body was very still an lookd at her like they wood 
like to know, but she did not answer, so I was going to 
ask her agen when mama pinched my leg under the table 
very hard, so I ast her what she pinched it for — didn't she 
want to know if Miss Trimble's neck was tired } 

Just then Ebeneser went past the windows with a turky 
fether in his big hat an evry body laughed as if they wood 
never stop, only Miss Trimble, she went out the room 
without waiting for the rasberrys an creme. Every once 
an awhile all the evening some body wood birst out laffin, 
thinking how funny Ebenezer looked in that hat. 

He is a great boy. He says I am medalsome when I 
help him feed the pigs before he is reddy to do it ; but he 
is a very good good climer, because his toes stick, he says 
— you can climb better when you are barfoot — so he went 
up an saved my life getting me down off the big wether- 
vane on top the barn. 

"I thot there wood be a squall," says he, "when I saw 
you pinted all ways to once," cause I cried when I couldn't 
get down ; but he has also put a piece of salt pork on my 
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foot to keep me from getting lokjaw where I jumped off 
the woodsked on a rusty nail. I have forgoten where I 
put my shoos an stoccins when I went barefooted the day 
mama was in the city so I could clime like Ebenezer ; 
they wir nearly new, but he says if I have lockjaw I will 
not need them. 

It is very tiresome to have pork on the soul of your foot 
when you have to sit still it akes so with it up "on a chair ; 
if I have lokjaw I shall die ; I am glad I have alwus tried 
to be one those good boys that die urly. I have been 
thinking how sad it will be for my little sister to lose her 
elder brother who is so useful to her, who waches over her 
when she goes out an keeps her from all harm. Miss 
Fenn says evrything is for the best. 

Daisy will miss me, especially my tender care, but she 
will not have little jonny to shut the pasture bars fore she 
gets thro an let the bull toss her ; it makes me break out 
in a cold swet when I think if he had not hapened to toss 
her over the bars what wood have become of her ! Her 
arm is awful black an blue ; the dear little thing has 
brought me my diary to write in to pass away what maybe 
the last time. 

If you never hear more of Jonny, you may know he has 
died of lokjaw brought on by following the advice of 
Ebenezer to go barefoot so he jumped down on a rusty 
nail. He is very sorry, but it is too late ; he will try to 
find my shoos an stoccins to give to some uther child. I 
have told him I do not blame him. I have also given him 
my las lo senses. 

***** \Ye are hording at anuther place, it is bout 
3^ a mile from Mr. Hoppers, it is not y^ so nice ; mama 
says she is sick of it olreddy, but she had to give Mr. 
Hopper warning she wood leave him, cause he treted little 
jonny so, he said : 

" Mrs. Jones, I could never like a border bettern I do 
you, but I will not put up with that boy of yourn anuther 
day, if you wood pay me 50 dolars a week ; jonny mus 
go !" says he. 
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So then my mother had to tell him she wood leve his 
house at onse, for she is not i those mothers will let her 
child borde i place an she anuther. I do not know why 
he wood not give 50 S a week to have me borde with him. 
I was a very good boy while I had pork on my soul. I 
rote some verses out of my Sunday school book on her 
buro draws with a pensil, an I was sory the marks wood 
not come off. When I put soap on, it made the paint 
come off but not the pensil marks ; it was good poetry 
that wood not hurt her buro — nex summer her new 
borders mite read it an becum better peple. It was an 
acsident I broke the glass on it ; I jus lifted it down on 
the floor to see if my soul was heeling now the pork was 
off, when it sliped out of my hans an smashed itself. 

Mama was willing to pay for it, but it was the rasberys 
made Mr. Hopper mad. 

You see, Ebenezer took me to his Sunday school ; there 
was a mishnary there told us he wanted to rase i hundred 
$ before next Sunday to send to the hethen. 

Ebenezir told me, coming home, I mus ask my ma for 
1$ to give him. He said he was going to urn i extra during 
the week picing wild rasberys up in the lots after his work 
was done — he could ezy sell them to the farmers that kep 
borders for 10 sense a quart. So at sundy tea we had a 
few come out mr. Hoppers garden. He said they wir very 
urly — none his nabors had any — he gess mrs. Brown wood 
turn green with nvy if she knew he was giving his folks 
big red rasberys on the last day of June — they wir wurth 
50 sense a quart in markit, but he didn sell berrys an let 
his borders go without — tomoro evening they should have 
their fill with all the cream they could carry. 

But they had stude prunes for supper mundy.. When 
Miss Trimble ast where were those fine berrys he promist 
em, he said some real bad words — you wood have bin 
ashamed of him — how somebody had stolen evry berry 
was ripe ; he wish he knew who it was, he wood get his 
gun an shoot em. He was going to set a wach an shoot 
him if he cot him at it ; but I was giving my prunes to the 
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cat under the table — I am sick of prunes — so I did not look 
him in the ey, but Miss Fenn said he was in urnest. 

All wood gone " merry as a maridge belle," only whilst 
we were eting our supper ebenezer hapened over to mrs. 
Browns to hire their cradle to cradle the rye while they 
were at tea, and he glansed in the windo, an her borders 
had quarts and quarts of big red berrys. He asked her 
where she got em ; she informed him a nise brite little 
fello that wore velvet nicerboccers brot em to her door 
for sail ; she was glad to give him 50 sense a quart for 
em. 

Ebenezir came home an told mr. Hopper, mr. Hopper 
he came round to the frunt peaza in his shirt sieves ; some 
of them were plaing lawn tenis, but they saw fire in his 
ey, so they all stoped to lissen what was up, Says he, 
h^rsely : 

" Jonny, you pict my prize berrys an sold cm to mrs. 
Brown." 

" Mr. Hopper," ansered I, "I will not tell a lie, because 
you are not my parent and you dare not whip little jonny. 
That mishnary said he inns hav money, an ebenezir he 
told me, coming home, evry good boy wood do his best to 
urn sum for the poor hethen bowed down to wood an stone 
by piecing rasberrys. The wild ones were scarce an only 
wurth 10 sense a quart — I herd you say yours wir wurth 
50 — witch ot a good boy to take } She gave me 3 dollars 
for 6 quarts, an I am resolfed to give evry sent of it to the 
mishnary, cept about 2 dollars an yi I must reserf to 
pirchase fireworks for the 4th July." 

I use to like old hopper till he made me give him my 
3S I was going to have a jolly time with on the 4th ; when 
I see how he robbed the hethen, an made my mother, me, 
an Daisy go to mrs. Browns to borde. I conkludid he was 
a parsymonious fellow ot not to blong to the church. 

I am going to lick ebenezir for telling, too, only I'll have 
to get behind a fense an throw a stone at him on acount of 
his being the bigger of tlie 2. 

Miss Fenn said she was sorry little jonny had to go ; 
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she was fond of her little companyun — he made sum mis- 
takes, but he ment well. She sliped a gold dollar in his 
pokkit to buy firecrackers. But miss Trimble said she 
could breath in piece once more — wich ment, I supose, little 
jonny wood not come in her room when she was reding 
with specs on. 

There are some funny peple here like there semes to be 
evry where ; this is a Curius world. I miss Miss Fenn, 
the donky, an ebenezir ; however, I hope there will be some 
thing going off on the 4th if it is only a canon. I bleve 
Browns borders ar going to Celebrate in some way. I 
shall try to help as much as a little boy can. 
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XIV. 

BALD-HEADED BEFORE HIS TIME. 

Our celebration did not go off so well as we ecspekted. 
Sevral little things went rong. Mr. Punk says they alwus 
do on such mixt ockashuns — pikniks ar retched mistakes 
genraly, more speshly when children ar admitted half price. 
We wur to start urly so as to get there in the cool of the 
morning ; we had brekfast at 6 o'clock ; it consisted of 
boiled eggs an coffy so as to get it quick ; but we were 
detained some time by 1-2 pound of powder went off in 
the seller just as we wir cracking our eggshells it cracked 
them for us, the floor blew up, the table tipd over, the hot 
coffy forchitly scalded no one but the cat and Mrs. Brown's 
rist. Nobody was killed for a wunder, only my mother was 
hitted on the head, it aked so she concluded to remane at 
home. Evry one felt very sory she wood not be along to 
take care of little jonny ; Mr. Punk tried to perswade him 
he ot to stay an take care of his mother, but jonny wunk 
I ey at him an ast him planely how offen did the 4th of 
July come round ! 

We had to wait to boil more eggs and make more coffy 
witch we took in the back yard sitting on the woodpile 
for fear of another ecsploshun. My gracious I was scarted. 
I had no idea of blowing up the floor, I only wanted to 
make a loud noise to see them jump. Mr. Brown caw- 
shusly ecsamined the seller — he was inclined to think that 
feenian he dismist last december had laid a dinamite plot 
to blow them up like the stashun in london : you see jonny 
had only bin there 2 days, he was not very well akwainted 
with him. The thing I felt the wurst about was the fore 
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gallon frezer of icecream. The man had got up at 3 an 
stird it lovely, it was jus splendid when he let me taste it 
wile he was getting some more ice to pak it in a barrel. It 
was to folio the proseshun on cart. My goodness you 
would have tooken it for i those caves you read of to see 
that seller all cuvered with chunks of ice an salt, icescream 
depending, from the walls— I could only scrape about a 
pint out of the bottom. Minnie Miller said she did not 
care for pikniks where there was none, but I had mine 
before we started. Mr. Brown could not go cause he had 
to bild a new floor. Mrs. Brown was out of sorts, 
so many dishes were broken, hir rist smarted, they had 
to kill the cat, but we got off at last with 3 cheers an a 
flag waving that fritened the old horse that drew the cart 
with one ey that held the lunchon an made him upset the 
cart. I guess if I had not waved my little flag so clost to 
his one ey, he wood not have got fritened ; it broke a few 
more her dishes, when it tipt over, an the big chicken pie 
in the 12 quartz tin pan got rather dusty, it was too bad, 
but we got started, two long wagons, 4 horses to each 
wagon, seats round the*side3, flags flying, little jonny letting 
off firecrackers evry horse that past, the fiddler sitting with 
the hired man in the cart, so the folks began to rally an 
their spirits rose. When they stoped to water the team 
in the crick jonny thot he rather ride in the hind end of 
the cart, so he slipt oft" and did it. 

We went to franklin Lake. It is a butiful sheet of water 
spred out to dry, i mile long ; there ar 2 roboats, not to 
be had for love or money, cause we did not engage them 
soon enuf, some ruff fellows had hired them to go fishing, 
Mr. Punk wood not have come had he known he cood not 
get a roboat — he brot his twenty dollar rod and a box of 
flys. Miss Gladys Miller tride to coax him into a good 
umor agen ; she said they wood go off by theirselfs where 
talking wood not distirb the fish an maybe he could fish 
some from the shore, she would stay by an put the flys on 
for him. She is a pritty girl like my ant Alice, her father 
is rich, so Mr. Punk got better tempered ; but Mrs Brown 

E 
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said she hoped somebody wood each enuff fish to cook for 
lunchon for fear the chicken pie wood not be suffishent ; 
it was on the program there wir to be fried bass for our 
piknik dinner els old Mr Sheldon wdod not care to come. \ 

Little Jonny was useful gathring dry sticks to make a 
fire ; he could do it because he had to when he was Robison 
c'ruso on Staten island. 

We wir to have had an elegant lunchon, but some of 
the provishuns wir not up to the mark. I have ritten what 
had hapened to the icescream. When the cart upset, the 
chicken pie got so dusty the top crust had to be throne 
away ; the fried bass did not taste as good we ecspected 
cause we could not catch any without a boat, so we had to 
go without ; but the tung sandtwitches wir tolerable : there 
wir plenty of pikkles ; the cheese would have relisht only 
Jonny thot he wood toast it an it sliped offen the stick into 
the fire ; before he could resku it it was so soft it wood not 
pick up on the stick agen — but it smelt good. There was 
a grate lack of forks an spoons wich gave mr Sheldon a 
chanse to tell us that fingers wir made before forks — per- 
haps his wir, he is pritty old, but mama had them before I 
was born. Mrs Brown had put up a good many — all her 
silver ones as well as her new triple plaited ones she bought 
when she took borders ; but I think it must have bin those 
I threw at a big dog resisted on foUoing the cart because 
he smelt there was cold meat aboard ; it was something 
hevy done up in paper ; els they got joged out coming over 
such ruff roads. We had to eat with our fingers. There 
was a hollo void in the rasbery baskit, came there when 
Jonny rode on the cart : but there was all the iced lemenaid 
they wanted. They made it in a cask with Mrs Browns 
tin dipper to dip.it out. If I hadn wanted to know if the 
stopper in the bung hole came out ezy there wood have 
bin enuff to last all day — it was a pity how soon it gave 
out. 

Old Mr Clack red the declarashun of independens. I 
notiscd he red evry body had a rite to the pirsute of 
hapiress, for it made me feel I had a rite to it, too — I 
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resolfed to pirsu it lively the rest of tlie aftenioon. We 
got the 2 roboats for 3 dollars apeace the rest of the day 
when those men wir done with them, so we began to enjoy 
ourselfs better. We all got aboard cept those who wir 
rambling 'out of site, out of mind,* an old Mr Clack, who 
had spred a shawl on the bank an was taking his slesty ; 
we thot we better not wake him up as there was not room 
for him, — nobody notist when Jonny tied his rists together 
and his feet to a sapling with 2 ropes came found the 
baskits. 

It was luvly on the lake, cool, the water ripuld. the 
girls sang, Mr. Punk plaid his flute, no one wood have 
dremed how in the mist of life we are in deth. yet so it 
was ! Little Jonny rocked the boat for fun to make 
Minnie Miller scream, he did it jus for fun. he no more 
ment to make it realy tip over than he ment to fly. I am 
sertin if Mr. Punk had not reached forward to shake my 
shoulder to make me stop it wood not have happened. 

They say the scene was terible ! ! I canot describe it in 
my diary for, altho I was present an the reporters wir not 
I did riot obsir\'e what was going on in my visinity — my 
eys an mouth wir too full of water. When the other boat 
had to land her cru before she came to our aid it was a 
long time before she got there ; some of us had sunked. 
Minnie an I had to be rold on the lemonaid cask an 
pumped an held upside down (this I give from hearsay for 
what it is wurth) only surviving after a long time. They 
bilt a large fire to dry us all. It was not until the ecsite- 
ment had some v/hat subsided they notist old Mr. Clack, — 
he was tide hand an foot, his pokkits wir turned rong side 
out, his watch an money wir tooken — a gold watch an 40 
dollars— even his cambrick handkercher. It seems some 
ruffs out on a fourth of July spre came along the bank, an 
when they saw he was tide an fast asleep, they robed him. 
he thinks still they did the tying — I shall not undeseaf 
him — it is wiser to let him think so. 

Take it all in all our piknik was a failure as a sele- 
brashun. But it is a nil wind blows nobody any good — 
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Mr. Punk is the forchunit man. Miss Miller saved his 
life. She is an a number i swimmer ; after she took her 
little sister ashore she turnd back an colard him, where he 
clung, to the boat, his teeth chatring, begging pityusly, 
* save me, save me, Tm my mothers only darling, save 
me ! * so she saved him but she could not save his flute ; 
he wanted her to swim back and dive for it, but she said 
she wood refer to purchis him another. It is rumored he 
askt her to marry him, on the ride home — Minnie herd 
him when she was aslepe on her sisters lap, but Miss 
Miller only laffed an said she wood never marry a man 
who could not swim. Nether wood I. I am going to 
practis evry chianse I git so she will have me when I grow 
up. • 

* * * * I don't know what on earth Mrs. Brown wants 
my mother to find a nuther place for. It is awful mean ! 
Poor mama says she inspecs she will have to return to 
the city — she canot be finding a new hording place evry 
week ; ladys with children ot to stay at home if it is hot 
in the city. I wood enjoy seeing mr. banner's cat once 
more ; stil. there is lots of fun to be had in the country ; 
I enjoy myself from morning til night. I do not care to 
return to town in the cherry season. The birds wake me 
up urly, bout 4 o'clock, I get up softly, put on my close 
an go out doors by the woodshed to see what those birds 
ar about an to play til brekfast time. 

Jonny Jones can eat more cherrys before breakfast than 
50 birds, and not swallow the pits, either. The limbs of 
cherry trees ar rather brittle. I scarted Mrs. Browns 
washerwoman mos to death. She was washing under a 
tree yesterday before brekfast when she heard a crash 
over head an a small boy lighted down kersplash rite in 
the middle her tub of hot soap suds. It didn taste good, 
and it scalded his head some before she got him out ; his 
mother is afraid he will have a balled spot on top like old 
Mr. black. I hope not, for fear the boys will laugh at me 
when I go back to school. She durst not comb or brush 
t at present. But becaus a little boy forgot to put the 
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bars up an the cows got in the ry field an had a good 
time, is that any good reson why Mrs. Brown should tell 
my mother she cant ackomodate her ? If that Bob White 
hadn kep calling me all the morning I should not have 
gone in the ry field — she better shook the Bob white, they 
are sasy birds that keep taunting you to find them. 

I have offen an offen read ' a bird in the hand is worth 
two in -the bush.* I wanted to get him in my hand an 
see about that. If johnny did not beleve what he read 
he wood not get in so much trouble. 

Mr. Brown, I under stand, says he does not care so 
much fer a duzen cherry trees or an aker or two of ry ; 
but when a boy picks all his green tomatoes to stone his 
fouls, prize all the setting hens off their nests till their 
eggs get cold, an plugs all his melons that are not bigger 
than aples to see if they are ripe (eg plants included) to 
say nothing of bilding a big fire on the far side the corn- 
field to roast green corn so he roasted those ears by the 
huUsale so there was none left fer the pigs winter fodder, 
he thinks it hi time to hint to that boy's parent she better 
find a cheaper hording house. But my mother canot. It 
has got around about little jonny so they will not take 
her at any price. Such a place for scandle ! She is 
serusly afraid we will have to go home before the water 
melons are ripe. Such conduck is an outrage ! 
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XV. 

HE IMITATES SEVERAL GREAT MEN. 

We ar living in a new place now, where they have no 
idee liow good a boy Jonny can be when he tries. Mama 
hopds no one will come here who will tell them, for she 
likes it here— if we leave we will be compeld to retire to 
the broiling city [I wunder how Mr. Banner's cat stands 
it, I wood like to see her] when it is coming on Awgust, a 
bad munth to be in town. This house is'on the edg of a 
viledge cald Anglewood bout six miles from Mr. Hopper's. 
The borde is here for the reson it is in the supherbs, an a 
fashnubble place ; but my mother dare not settle any 
nerer the folks where her little sun has bin so popular — 
yeu know what it tells us, an it is sertinly so. " A profit 
has no onor in his own country," so we live in a viledge. 
I promist her, as we were coming here, I wood do my best 
to avoid mistakes. She said, " My sun, think twise before 
you speak ; if you are going to do any thing very good 
don't do it." When we got off I saw she left her parsol 
with the black lace in the car ; I thout I wood run back 
an get it, but I obade my mother an did not do it. Then 
I thot I wood tell her, but by the time I had thotted twise 
the trane was in moshun. I thot of Cascabianca in our 
eder an remaned firm ; I wood have bin burnt or run over 
by the cars fore I wood have menshuned parsol to my 
mother, ** this rock shall fly from its furm bass as soon as 
I," so she lost it. When we got fixt in our new rooms she 
reckomended a coarse of reding ; I agrede to it ; so thre 
days ago I reseived 6 new childrens books, all firs class, 
with 2 for Daisy ; we have bin very stud iy us ever sinse — 
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Daisy has pasted all the pictures out of her new books in 
her scrap book. I have bin reding about a good many 
great men wir onse little boys, wood you believe it ? They 
began to try to be great men when they were quite small, 
so I have bin trying also. Peale the painter drew his baby 
sister's portrait aslepe in her cradle when he was only six 
years of age ; Mozart plaid the piano at the same age. I 
do not wonder the books rite they were offen discurridged ; 
evry time I go in the parlor to try on the piano if I have 
geenyus I am driven away — ^the ladys canot indure the 
noise. Mrs. Haggle says my mother must pay to have it 
tuned "agen, did you ever } So then I tride if I was going 
to be a great painter } Mrs. Haggle does not like it caus 
I drew a life size picture of my sister on my bedroom 
wall ; she says it was nuly papered in the spring ; but I 
told her may be in the dim fucher peple wood arive from 
all parts the world to gaze on Jonny Jones' first charcole 
skech on her humble wall. I was in dispare what I could 
do to improve my talons till I hapend to remember they 
were bilding a new house round the corner ; the plaster 
was mixt in a big place with hordes around it ; then I felt 
I ot to be a sculptor an take a plaster cast of my dear 
little sister. My brane was fired with nthewsiasm ; I was 
sory how much time I had idoled away. I wated until 
after tea, when the workmen had left the bilding an it was 
geting ruthendark ; then I askt her wood she like to take 
a plesant walk an get some shavings to pirtend they wir 
curls. When we got there I gave her some peppermince 
an perswaded her to have her statute taken. I ecsplaned 
I was going to be a great sculpture — when she was finisht 
she could be standed up on a pedastel in the garden like 
those uther statutes wir ; after a lot of coaxing she let me 
take a plaster cast of her with her close on like theirs 
wir. I aplide it thuroly with a trowl. It sliped off a good 
eel, then I added a lot of plaster parish made it harder — 
it went very nisely after that. The little coward wanted 
to cry went I when to do her face, but I made her shut her 
eys an laid it on as fast as I could, only when I got her 
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mouth done butifuly she fell rite down — if a gentlemaft 
had not bin going by who run in when I cald him daisy 
wood have smuthered to death — she was unconshus when 
he broke it, but he survived her with some brandy he had 
in a flask ; he ecsplaned to me when you take a cast of 
the face you have quills put in the nostrils to breath thru. 
Of course a yung beginer wood not know that, but I am 
blamed all the same. My poor little sister ! I wish I had 
knone about the .quills — old Mr. Haggle uses them to 
write with — her head has had to be shaved to get it out 
of her hair. She looks 2 ridikulus for anything ; but I 
am told it is helthy for the hair to shave it — it will grow 
out soon an be all the hansomer — she is soking now in the 
bath tub. Mama is ofended with her little Boy. It is as 
I have read, " ever thus from childhood's nour, the path 
of Glory leeds but to the grave — the road of geenyus is 
strune with obstickles." I am compeld to give up music, 
drawing and skulping. What remanes ? I shall read 
anuther biografy tomoro an ascertane. I think I will try 
sience nex^ 

To day I have read some things about sir isac newton. 
He was very small when he was an infant an very large 
when he grew up. his nurse put him in a pint pot at his 
birth, but he grew to be over six feet — there is some sense 
in that. I have spent 2 nours sinse I read it lying out 
under Mrs. Haggle's apple trees seeing how 'the tracksion 
of gravitashun makes thfem fall ; Newton is mistaken, they 
stay on tite enouf unles you poke them with her closeline 
pole — that makes them fall ; but they wir so green I only 
ate 5, the cook has the rest for pies. Mrs. H. has com- 
planed to my mother who has sent me to my room this 
hot evening — I shall never be a filosofer the way they 
treate me. 

Benjamin franklin was anuther great sientist. He made 
some plates an put provirbs around them for children to 
read when they are eting their meles, to save time. I am 
only wating for a rousing thunder storm to try some of 
his ecsperiments. I think there is i coming up now, it is 
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black in the west, very sultry, tho it is only four o'clock in 
the afternoon. Mama says yes it will rain. 

There has been a violent thunder storm, a regular July 
canonade. my mother is afrade of them. Rite in the 
mist of it, when she was siting in the midle of the room 
with her feet up on the wrungs of the chair, an mos the 
uther ladys wir hiding their heads in their pilows, there 
came a loud wring at the door — nock, nock, ring — evry 
body wondred an peeped over the banisters when Biddy 
opned the door. A man came in wanted to know what 
that small boy was doing on the roof, on top the chimny, 
holding on to the litening rod — he wood be blown off 
or struck by litening sertin. My stars you ot to hear my 
mother screme when she herd him — so they say, I was not 
there, but the man said for 10$ he wood risk it only it was 
mity dangerus, his nek was wurth moren loS. She went 
on her knese an said she wood not begrug him 11, so 
he took off his boots an crep out the trap door on the wet, 
slipery roof an held on the chimny so Jonny could stand 
on his sholders an clime down — the wind blue, the thunder 
crashed direckly over head, sevrol folks got hold my legs 
an puld me down the trap door. I thot I should bump 
my head. "What wir you doing, Jonny .^" evry one of 
them askt me when I got in the hall. " Are you insane ? 
Acrank 1 What is the matter with you anyhow ?" " My 
son, my son," cride mama, " what reduced you to do such 
a dangrous trick ?** I ansered her, " Mama ar you going 
to be a crybaby evry time little Jonny does as you par- 
tikelarly rekwested him to do— intimate the great men in 
the books you by him } 

** * Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lifes sublime, jonny ! ' 

wir your very wurds. I was trying -to see if I could call 
down the litening as benjamin franklin did. If you had 
let me alone I could have done it— one streak came prity 
close, I could smell sulfur, it was real sublime up there, if 
it wasn't for the wind made it hard to hold on." 
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Now she says she is in despair what class of reding to 
seleck for her young sun. She thinks she will jus let him 
play till he is old enouf to have some gugment I think 
myself th^t wood be a sensibel plan. There are sevral 
new plays I am lerning of the large boys in the streets. 

There is nuthing on nerth more useful than a nise 
obliging little boy who does all the ladys errans for 
them an makes hisself a general favorit. In a large 
hording house, where there ar 12 or 14 of the fair seeks, 
his legs ake some days he does so many errans — there ar 
not many places in Anglewood he does not know — he can 
mach a few skanes of filosel, purchas a spool of thred, 
a yard n a quarter of lining, run to the post ofis, or cary a 
note ; this keeps him in pokkit money to buy soda water, 
powder, shot,-a toy canon; a new nife, fresh choclit drops, 
maches to tuch off the powder, an so on an so 4th. 

They are going to give a leap year party in our house 
tomoro night, all the ladys goyne in giving it ; they have 
hired a band, dekrated the parlors an engaged a firs class 
supper ; it is respected to be a fine affare. Peple have 
ritten invitashuns ; little Jonny went round yisterdy an 
delivurd 3 duzen. He did it very careful not to leave out 
anybody, only the wind blew away 5 or 6 of them when 
he laid them down on the grass to fight a boy who cald 
him a mesenger boy ; my nose bled a little, and got some 
spots on those did not blow away. The ladys rote down 
ecsacly where I was to go an what I was to do on a slip 
of paper ; an I also gotted down the remarks they made 
to theirselfs as they rote the names down, so I wood 
be sertin not to make aiiy mistakes. Here a few the 
things they rote an I rote, jus to show in my diary how 
careful I was — do you think jonny ot to be blamed cause 
there is a big scandal in Anglewood .? f "The Misses 
Whalebone, No. 13 Terrace Avenue," private by jonny. 
(I spose we will ha\ e to ask those 3 dredful old maids ; 
they don't danse an they ar awfle stiff, but they are too 
writch to be slited. I wonder why tKey never marid ! 
they cay the sekond i has a cork leg why she does not 
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danse. they all have fals teeth, the dentist tol me so but 
I ot not to tell.) 

** Mrs. gordon Hopkins, No. 20, Codfish Avenue," 
private by jonny. (She probly wont come. She turns 
up her nose at Anglewood entertanements. We hope she 
wont ; she is a outrajus flirt, but the men seem to be fasi- 
nated. We will have a niser time if she stays away.) 

" Colonel and Mrs. Knight, 40, Terrace Ave," private by 
jonny. (They are away to the seeside ; we are glad of it ; 
if they are home, he will be under the influens of cold tea 
if he comes — isn't it shameful 1 but we mus not hurt her 
felings ; she is a nise little lady, only homely — my good- 
ness ! they say he was asisted home from polickital 
meting by 2 polisemen, o dear o my did you ever ! ) 

" Mr. Cholmendeley Slasher," private by jonny. (be 
sure to find him at his hotel, jonny. the girls will be 
awfly disapointed if he don't come. He don't know enouf 
to come in when it rains, but he dresses egsquisitly an he 
is so thuroly english you know, they say he was a west 
end talor before his rich uncle died. I don't beleve it, do 
you } o no ; but I did notis at the maskerade when he 
went in turkish costume ho nachurally he sat X leggid, 
didn you t o shaw, I hardly think it. I mite ask him when 
I ^\vt^ him the invitashun an then little Jonny could settle 
the question.) 

Well, that was about how I had my slip of paper, with 
full direckshuns ritten out. The ladys did not know what 
was ritten on it, nor did I think best, when I got back, to 
menshun I had lost it. I gess I mus have dropt in the 
hotel. 
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XVI. 

HE ATTENDS CAMP MEETING. 

We ar staing at Asbury Park now. My mother was 
compeld to leve Anglewood rather sudenly. Mrs. H. did 
not turn us out, but remarked to her " our room wood be 
better than our company. She was a small eter and a 
prompt payer, but she seldom took in children, an she 
was sory she had broken her rule ; little daisy was an 
angle everybody loved an petted, but 5 long years wood 
not sufice to repare the damages that uther child had done 
to the refutation of her house. Jonny was a spritely han- 
som little fello, but he had made a scandel Anglewood 
wood be shooken to its foundashuns — a nerthquake was 
nuthing to it For her part she didn't know where \i wood 
end — she might have to sell out an move to some uther 
loquacity." I don't know what the fuss is about, only 
somebody publisht jonny s slip of paper in the Anglewood 
journal, the leap year party was not a great success cause 
those whose invitashuns blew away did not come ; nither 
did the misses whalebone, when I askt them very politely 
about her cork leg ; neither did mr. Slasher because it 
was he kept my list of direckshuns when I showed him, an 
askt him was he a talor or a turk. 

We have taken a cottage for i munth ; the oners 
wanted to go to europe. Mama thinks it will be beter 
for us to live by ourselfs — little jonny does not seem fitted 
for a bording house life ; she shall be glad when it is the 
lo of September so we can be in our own house onse more. 
I do hope Margret did not discover Mr. Bunner's cat where 
I hid her in the barl in the atic an fassend the head on, so 
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she cood do no mischief in my absence. She will be a 
wiser cat an obey me better when I let her out. I dare 
say Patrik has had a jolly time this sumer living in our 
house, but he will not be so fat when he pays for his own 
provishuns. 

I like Asbury Park very much indede, there ar bushels 
an bushels of sand to play with, lots an lots of childrun, 
also the oshun, long branch, the bay an lots of places, 
there ar some tents. 

Revrund Mr. Cassock has come down to asbury to spend 
his munth's vacashun. he is not marrid. I have herd 
him say he wood like a home ; my mother's home mite 
suit him if jonny were sent away to school — I herd him 
tell her so last night when I was sent to bed an they went 
down to the beech by moonlite an sat on a bench I 
hapened to be lying under when it was too late to go to 
bed urly. It wood save him rent to live in mama's house. 
I know one thing — if he lives there I will go and preside 
with my ant Alice — I wood 1000 times rather put up with 
skyler than with him. You do not each cold if you bury 
youreelf in the hot sand under a bench even if it is nite. 
I herd him tell her if she rely had a house an 2000 % a 
year with his salry they could live very cumfurable — good 
peple ot to take no thot for the morro, what they should 
ete or what they should drink ; but I herd him ask the 
fishman if he wood have fresh fish for brekfast ; he said to 
her he did not care for filthy luker, but he neded a wife 
with some menes for the sake of the good caus — jus then 
I stuk a pin in his ankle made him jump ; " I gess there 
are crabs under there, come away, dearest, I am afraid it 
has biten me," so they walked along the beech, so I cut 
back to the cotage. I lay awake a long time thinking 
about what he said about sending jonny away to school. 
I tell you I was mad. the next day mama invited him to 
spend his vacashun with us to save his borde. O joy, ant 
Alice is coming too, but skyler will stop at the hotel. I 
will have some fun with our visitor or perish in the atempt. 
I was up when he went to bed tonite ; you can hear 
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cvry thing very plane in a seaside cotage, if y6u have your 
ear to the kehole. first he blew out the lite, then he 
jumpt into bed quick — the nex instance he came out on 
the floor with a thump like he had jumpt lo feet. My 
goodnes, you wood hardly beleve a minister wood say such 
bad words ; I will not repete them here ; then I herd him 
scrach a mach an lite the lamp agen ; he said " it is that 
internal boy !" then he said sofly — "wait till I have the 
legal rite to egspostulate with him — ugh!'' after that he 
opened the shutter an threw them out one by one — I 
think he must have picked them up with his curling tongs, 
it was only 2 duzen hard shell crabs I had put in his bed. 
The cook will wonder they walkt out of a pail of water 
into his bed — there will be no deviled crabs for dinner, 
though he semed to think they were already fixed that 
way. 

I did not come to brekfast, for I was off on a old sloop 

fishing with old Ben Bolt, they call him ; he likes me 

better'n some folks who do not praktis what they preech, 

but I will not menshun names. He gave me 2 ship 

crackers an a raw unyun ; they tasted first rate. We had 

a splendid each of fish. When we got back at 9 I helped 

him pedal them all around the naborhood. When we got 

to our cotidge to sell them, there wir ant Alice an Skyler 

siting on the veranda as natural as life ; when she kist me 

said I smelt of unyuns ! Skyler remarkt I was a scaly 

:ing chap. Mr. Cassock fround at me when I met his 

My mama sort of smiled when she told me to go an 

on a clene suit. 

his afternoon we all stroled along* the beech ; it was 
sant then. Ant Alice found a peace of sponge grow- 
on a rock under the water ; Mr. Cassock said the ways 
lachur wir wonderful — little boys should try to lurn all 
'' could — so I askt him, was that the way he came } he 
: me why } I told him I thot he must have growed that 
, cause Skyler said he was a sponge of the first water, 
face got red, evry body began talking about sunthing 
so that. I did not find out, after all, how he came so. 
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But he left our cotidge this afternoon ; he apered sad an 
thotful ; he told my mother he wood be glad to stay but 
he was sufring from nervus protestashun an he neded quiet. 
When he was gone she huged me, saing she wood not 
give up her little jonny for all the ministers on nerth. 
She is rite, that is why he needed quiet. She is a good 
mama ; I love her dearly. I only wish I- had not played 
with her dimons. I have bin reding the arabian knights 
tales. It tells about a deep vally, how if you put a peace 
of raw meat down at the end of a long rope when you 
draw it up it is found to be stuk full of big diamons, 
emrals an rubys. There is no vally at long Branch, but 
there is a deep bluf ; me an some uther boys made beleve 
it was the place. I thot I wood surprise them. I got up 
urly and obtaned her diamons I had under my pillo all 
nite, walkt all the way there an fixt them in the sand at 
the bottom of the wunderful vally ; when they came we 
bot a large peace of meat of the long branch butcher, 
fixt it on the rope, loerd it, dru it carfuly up — all in vain ; 
it came up but it was not stuk full of my mother's diamons. 
I am mortaly afraid they ar a dead loss ; but the meat is 
not — I gave it to Jim dupyster'spqp. 

I don't think I shall play any more with those long 
branch boys; I am too busy this week going to camp 
meting. Asbury Park is a great place for these scamp 
metings. I am much intrested. A good many groan' 
peple wunder so small a child can be so depely intrested ; 
that is because they wir never told how jonny Jones has 
read good books an tride alwus to be an extry good boy. 
I go there to lurn to be still better. I get a good eel to 
eat too ; it is fun at lunchon time, so many baskits, evry- 
one ofring little jonny cole chicken, tung, ham santwitches, 
cake, pie, soda water jelly. It is very curius to look at 
all their mouthses when they sing — it wood make you 
laugh ; it is fun to make beleave the big tent is barnum's 
sircus ; Jimmy an me play the minister is the elefant, an 
all the peple have paid 50 sense to see him — it makes it 
livlier — it is not wicked to play he is the white elefant> 
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for that is said to be a sakred animal they pray to ; an of 
coarse little boys ruther have him preach than a minister 
you can hear any day. I am so quiet Skyler says he 
truly thinks jonny has repented his sins, but ant Alice 
is afraid he is only quiet to think of something els he can 
do that is better. 

She is rite. I have made up my mind I will stand up 
on a bench an tell them what I have done an how I 
am sorry for it. I will be a better boy when it is 
off my mind. Little jonny canot tell a lie in camp 
meting. 

I have done it. I gess they wir astonisht so small a 
boy could say so much. Mr. Cassock was there, sitting 
with 3 uther ministers. I told them, very loud, standing 
on the bench, how I was sory I had put 2 duzen crabs in 
his bed because he was going to send me to hording 
scool when he was my step farther. 

I told them I was sory I had put mama's diamons in 
the sand, where she could never find them, to see if they 
wood stick to a peace of raw meat. 

I told them I was sory so many sitisens of asbury park 
had lost their jewelry where the polise could not find it — 
benny, jemmy, robby an jonny knew where it was — it 
was in a chest bout 3 feet under the beech, where captin 
Kid had put it in 1793, as old Ben Bolt had told us ; we 
intended to give it back, safe an sound, after we had dug 
there an discovered it ; the chest is my mother's new 
trunk, after the baggage men of new york an long Branch 
had handled it, she put it out on the back porch for the 
junk man. I was sory the storm that blew down so many 
tense las night had shifted the sand so we had no idea 
where captin Kid's tressure was — but if the polise wood 
draw a line sou sou west an another nor nor east, mebbe 
where they X they wood find the chest, if my mother's 
trunk had not washt away. 

I told them I was sorry me an Jimmy had set Mr. 
Franklin's chicken coops sailing when the tide was run- 
ning out ; we put plenty of otemeal on borde ; perhaps 
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when they got big enouf to fly, they wood come back in 
September to have their nex rung — I hoped so. 

I told them I was sory I had pasted together the 100 
tracks they had given me to distribut, to make a jolly 
kite ; I thot it wood fly hier if it was made out of tracks ; 
so it did ; it was a hiflyer, you bet, but I am reddy to 
surrender it, only it pulled out of my hand an floted away 
— it may settle down among the hethen where they can 
read it, so it ?/ill do some good yet, I hoped so. 

Fifthly, I told them I was sorry I had spokn disrespeck- 
fuly to Skyler — I had told him " to simmer down " when 
he lecktured me how I ot not to shoot ant Alice's arrows 
at that screming pecock on Mr. Brownel's red an yellow 
fense — also I ot not to take the laun tennis club's best hats 
to each minnows in the bay. 

Sixly, I was sorry me an Jimmy had let our tempers 
rise so I had to tell my mother I had fallen into a bramble 
bush an got awfully scrached. 

Sevenly, I was dredfuly sorry me an Benny had forgoten 
to help my little sister out the boat when we went roing 
on the bay about 2 nours ago, but we wir in a hurry to get 
to the meting, an she could walk as fast as usses could as 
she had not come home she mus be there yet — my goodnes, 
how Skyler came in the tent an gerked me down an led 
me out fore I had a chance to tell them how sorry I was 
we sowed her up in a bag, with the big stones in it to see 
if it wood sink. 
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XVII. 

HIS ADVENTURES BECOME HEROlC. 

We ar at Long Branch now at a big hotel. I like it very 
much. My mother got tired of our cotage at Asbury park, 
for peple had too much to say about her little sun to sute 
her. 

It semes I made a mistake las time I rote in my diary . 
— I did not mean benny an I tide my sister in a bag with 
2 big stones to see if she wood sink — o no I ment we tide 
Mrs. Brown's scoch teryer little Nell that he coxed to go 
along with us in a bag — she went down just like led ; it 
was a awfle pull to tug her upagen ; she was down so long 
when we untide the bag we could not survive her, tho we 
brot along mama's esthetic bellows wich hangs beside the 
mantel when there is no fire in the grate in our cotage to 
blow her up with. We blowed and blowed a long time ; 
then, seeing it was no use, we compeld daisy to take a 
solium vow, like pirats do, not to revele the fate of little 
Nell, an burrid her in the sand with her silver collar on — 
witch made me late to meting, so I had not confest all 
when Skyler gerked me down. 

Mrs. Brown is that distructed about her scoch teryer they 
are afraid her reson will give way ; they say she feles much 
wurse than she did when her little baby died. She has 
ophered a Reward of 25$ for her return an no ques- 
tings askt. Benny an I think we may as well secure thd 
Reward. 

My stars, how some nice ladys can tell rong storys ! it 
IS a burning shame, the very instance we brot her scoch 
teryer into the hall she birst into tears an askt me was it 
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me kild her poor sweet (but it was not sweet) little darling. 
Why, she askt me questings as fast as she could speak, 
when we did it, how we did it, why we did it an so 4th. 
She cald me dredful names — bad, cruel, heartless, wicked, 
vishus little boy — when I had ecsplaned to her it was a 
nacksident, and how fathefully we blew the bellows over a 
nour. Then, wood you beleve it, she birsted into a nokking 
laugh when I askt her please for the 25 dollars Reward — 
she said she wood su my mother for her full valu. The 
nex time they advertise no questings askt I shall kepe 
dark, so we came away from asbury park, tho it was very 
intresting to me to see so many boys an men poking 
in the sand for mama's diamons an captin Kid's treasure. 
Luccily they found the chest, so the sitisens have recuverd 
their juels, or we wood have to pay so many damiges my 
mother wood have to go into bankrupsy. Her diamons 
ar a total loss, An she has also had to pay for the peace 
of raw meat we boys bot of the bucher. Whenever I read 
a real good book an go an try to do likewise I get into 
trubble. I have given up reding for the present. Indede, 
there is little time for study here with 40 children, fire- 
works, a band of music, a, germ'^n evry saturdy nite, a firs- 
class table, bathing falicities, sevral boys who drive dog 
carts an give little jonny a ride when he pays for the soda 
water, an sevral uther ways of injoying yourselfs. We 
shall remane here a fornit. Alice an skyler have gone 
home — my mother is worn out, she has lost 7 pouns sinse 
she left home ; but she is now paing a colard man 30$ 
an his borde at the second table, to take care of, an fathe- 
fuly wach, jonny, so she can get rested an have a little 
chanse to sit on the piaza with the uther ladys an say how 
bad the wimeris dresses set, an have a good tune, but she 
canot show off her diamons unles they ar found. 

I am the only boy of my age at long branch who has 
a vally all to hisself ; he is very nise, teching me to swim, 
an not to tell my mother when he has bin plaing pool 
behind the barber's shop a long time ; I have lent him 
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some of my spending money when he lets me go fishing 
in the Shrasbery river with some of the bigger boys whlie 
"he plays pich pennys an checkers on the bank with a 
colord gentleman by the name of Sam Jonsing — ^his name 
is Charles. " 

Wensdy evening there is to be a grand display of fire- 
works — the finest ever shone here, equil to Manhatan 
Beech, o elegant ! A large peace cald " Liberty benight- 
ing the World " — a representcishun of bartholdi's Pedastel 
— will be very fine, if nuthing hapens to it ; also a Por- 
trate of the father of his country wich I hope will have 
a better nose than the one I saw las summer when his 
nose did not go off at all — fire fountins, sky rockets, 
showers of falling stars all the colors of the rainbo, buti- 
ful ! I can hardly wait for the show. I have taken 75 
sense out of my .mishnary box to buy i big rocket at the 
store. They wood not sell it to me, but they wood to 
Charles who helps me to be a good boy so my mother can 
resusitate. I have hidden it under my bed to send it up 
from the beech bot 9 ; I also have the kitten in my room 
I am going to send up with it to see how she likes that 
way of travling. Charles does not know about the kitten. 
The rocket went off, fizz, hiss ; so did the dear little 
kitten I tide to the stick ; she must have bin surprised to 
go so fast, espeshly when it birsted the rocket I mean. I 
- hope when she struck the water she was able to swim 
ashore, but the stick being tide to her may haye pre- 
vented. 

Mama does not like it that Charles has alowed me to 
fall over the banisters 3 times in 2 days ; she says I will 
sertinly be kild next time ; the only reson I have not 
before is because some one hapened providenshaly to be 
under me each time ; besides the gentlemen on whom I 
fall objec to it — it astonishes them becaus I stop so quick, 
an ruins their new^ hats besides giving them hed akes. 
The clerk has given her warning if her little boy falls 
over again he mus do it when there is no one walking 
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below for him to fall on — ^he canot have his niesst gests 
going around with broken sholderblades becaus master 
jonny practises jimnastics on the banisters. Charles has 
promist her he will not take his ey off me i minit till I 
am sound aslepe in bed ; but he told the head waiter he 
ruther whitewash for a living. I suppose it tires his ey, so 
I have told him when it was tired to shut that an nopen 
the other — I have run around him 1300 times to day to 
try if he could keep it on me when I was behind him. I 
beleve^'he thinks of resiniiig his situashuns tomoro an 
takmg a place as dishswasher — he feels sorry for my mother, 
who canot resine hers. 

I re!kd in a book there wir more ways than one to skin 
a cat, very true., you can skin one with an oyster shell if 
you have no sharp nife. Robby bates an I -bot some 
italyun chesnuts of a strete vendor an made a fire on the 
beech to roste them, it was fun. eSpeshly as the house- 
keeper's cat came down there an we made her draw them 
out of the ashes for us, like it tells you in the book, she 
will do nuthing now but lie an suck her fore pause — I supose 
they taste of chesnuts, tho Robby says they may be sore. . 
Robby an I have got to be life long frends. We have 
hached up a skeme will make peple opn their eys. 

After Charles goes to sleep me an he ar going to get 
up an dress ourselfs. For 3 days we have bin prepairing 
for an oshun voyage — buying salt beef, ships biskit an 
other provishuns ; we have a cask of fresh water — Robby 
had to see to that for Charles ey was on me — he bot it at 
a grosry an took it in his dog cart to the spot where we 
ar colecting our stores. Charles thinks we are geting 
reddy for a clambake, ha ha ! ! We have ast Ben Bolts, 
who is an old salt, lots of questings ; we have also con- 
sulted a map of the coast ; we think our provishuns will 
last till we reach chesapeek Bay — if the wether keeps fine 
we shall have no trubble. As nether of us can manage 
his brothers yot we are going to borro his roboat ; Robby 
will get the key so we can unlock the chain. 
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Our program is this — ^we will witnes the firewurks this 
evning, after that we will 'go to bed ; when my mother is 
aslepe we will meet in the upper coridor by the cuspidor ; 
an crepe down an out when the wachman is off his gard to 
get a drink of water. We will then be git to shrusbery 
river a distunse of 2 miles, where our boat is mored — load 
her with the water cask an provishuns we have hidn in the 
sand — get aboard — unship the ores — push off — flote out to 
sea with the tide. [We will also provide a few fish hooks, 
one the sheets of my bed to rig a sale or fly a flag of truce 
if we should meet a pirate craft, an a copy of Robson cruso 
to wileaway the time if we should be becammed.] By 
dalite we hope to be out of site of long branch an other 
places where we may be recognized. By hugging the 
shore we shall know we are not going to Urop insted of 
Baltimore. Robby will have his compas cause with his ^ 
father's hair brush, an I will take a few straws to show 
wich way the wind blows. I think I will take my diary 
to keep the ship's log in — it will be ritten in pencil as I 
shall not burden the boat with pen and* ink ; he wants to 
take Jack along, but I tell him it will take too much of 
our corned beef to rashun a large dog. 

In haste 10 at nite the firewurks have gone off, they 
were splendid or wood have been if something had not 
spoiled Liberty benighting the Wurld an Washington's 
Partrait. I think I saw 2 small boys squirting water after 
dark inside the borde furse when the peple wir at dinner, 
but wether that made any diffrense with the firewurks 
who can say } the shooting stars wir all the shobills said, 
but I am in too grate haste to menshun the rockets an 
fountains, I mus now go sound to sleep an snore so my 
mama will know I am all rite, but first I mus pen a breef 
note to her ecsplaning me an Robby as all rite — we are 
taking a little trip to give our mothers a chanse to rest — 
as Charles is going to resine in favor of dishswashing, I 
will take care of myself like a little man fer about a week, 
farewell dear mama, take it ezy all is well with jonny an 



Digitized by 



Google 



His Adventures become Heroic, 119 

Robby we ar doing nothing rashly, have all we need an a 
good compas, Good by, Jonny. 

Six a in — we have lost an ore. 

Seven a m — we are doing well only we have to let the 
boat go as she pleases, i ore is no good, an Robby is 
tired roing so am I. We ar very hungry, the sea air 
gives one a napetite. we are pretty cold too without our 
overcoats, but we will be warm when the sun is hire. I 
am sorry to say we mite as well have brot Jack along — we 
canot cook our salt meat so we canot eat it. We have 
made our brekfast on hard tack an cold water. We find 
our cask is leking like the dickens. 

Ten a m — we are almost out of site of land. 

Eleven a m — (I gess Robby's wach has run down, he 
forgot to wind it last evening he was so bussy geting of) out 
of site of land, hurra ! we canot hug the shore as we wish, 
our other ore is gone too. I dropped her an she drifted 
to leeward. It is a grate misforchun. we begin to fear 
that we are shiprecked. we ar trying to each some fresh 
fish but we shall not like to eat them raw. 

Six p, m — we have set his wach by gess but the sun is 
only about a nour high. We are very tired, tho we slept 
a good eel all day with the sheet over our faces to keep 
from geting tand. It makes us awful thirsty to be in the 
sun an eat ship biskit, they are dry. our water is so low 
it will not last much longer — there is only two drinks 
apeace left ; we wood put in to some port, only we can't 
do it without ores. 

Second day, six a in — we slep all night but now we ar 
awake we are both crying, we want to see our mothers, 
we are very thirsty. I wood give all I have an erth, (two 
dime an a nickel) for a drink of water — Robby wood give 
his dog cart. If it wood only rain we could each some in 
the sheet an ring it out. 

noon — no sail in site. Robby is almost sick — so 
am 1. 

nite — he is much sicker — so am I. good by dear mama 
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an daisy, ant Alice and all the frends. I feel we shall 
not last much longer. I have tride hard to be a good 
boy ; I wish I had bin a gooder. I will say my prayers 
an creep under the sheet with Robby an try to go to sleep 
— bat I wish I had a drink of water. 
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XVIII. 

HIS FATE IS CLOUDED IN MYSTERY. 

They say my mother wood have bumped her head or 
praps broken her nose falling on the floor if Skyler had 
not cot her in his arms when the telegraf came to the hotel 
in long branch from the Captin of the Galveston stemer 
when he reched New York port — " dear madam we have 
two little shavers on bord our stemer we pict up yesterday 
coming up the coste forty miles from barnegat. if you can 
prove property you are welcome to it, said shavers pretty 
comforable all things considered." Yeu bet she an Skyler 
took the next train for the city, the bote was too slow, in 
lessn 2 nours little jonny was claspt to his mother's hart — 
so was Robby to hisn ; we had a jolly time crying an 
laffing ; my mama wanted to hug the captin too but I 
think he wood not allow it in public — but she shook his 
hand an her eys sparkled, she lookt mity pritty — I herd 
him tell another fello it was worth wile doing a favor 
for a woman like that ; jonny an robby kist him an all 
the deck hans an the engineer an pilot an nvited them 
to call an see jonny at his home some day, so they chered 
us when we got in the carrige an drove away. We did 
not go to Long branch. No indede, mama said if me an 
she got home alive onse more we wood never leave it — 
** there is no place like home." — that is what Robby 
and I tride to sing the second nite out when it got 
dark an we wir going to die. the captin said he was 
never more sirprised when he sent the men to pick 
up the stray roboat, an there was a white sheet in 
it an under the sheet were two fine little boys between 
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111 aight jus as dead as they could be with their 
•ound one anuther, like the babes in the woods ; 
_...^ ..hen they got them aborde one was aslepe an the 
uther unconshus ; but the doctor put them to bed an saved 
them, an the lady pasingers were so interested, those boys 
were jus stuffed when they got over being unconshus — it 
is a wonder they did not kill them with kindness. Robby 
rites me [long Branch has setled down agen after the 4 
days intents ecsitement ; he adds he is quite a lion, evry- 
body points him out an talks about him like he was a white 
elefant. Well, he can be one if he wants to. there is 
nothing jellus about little jonny but what Margret gives 
him evry meal, strawbery an ra3bery she made while we 
wir away, she dont seme to think of saving some for 
winter she is so glad jonny did not perish at sea. 

The carpits wir not down an the parlor furniture was 
done up in rappers, for she did not ecspect us for two 
weeks ; but the barrel in the atic in wich I naled up Mr. 
Bunner's cat was not there ; I askt her where it was ; she 
replide she did not know les the cat had walked down 
stairs with it on her head; wich is impropable — still 
stranger things have hapened. I am going to be very 
quiet till school opens, to give mama a chance to rest. I 
play in the house mos all the time now ; sometimes for 
nours on the strech she does not hear a word or a sound 
from her little sun. I have invented a new game of my 
own — a game of solitare wich I play all by myself ; it is 
jus splendid ; but I will let Willy grant into it when he 
comes home — the grants are to return from the mountins 
saturdy. 

Willy is back from the mountins to day; he is glad 
to see me, we are glad to see each other ; I have told him 
my new game ; we enjoy it very much ; but his folks ar in 
sum trubbel about a birglar broke in their house wile 
they wir away, timing everything rong side out as swell 
as helping hisself to lots their things. They did not have 
some one to take care of thur house like we did Margret, 
it wood have bin cheper in the long run — no wonder so 
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many artickels were gone, six fine pershin an turky rugs, 
hansome parlor chairs, 2 rocking chairs, sevral pictures, 
develed miror, a large silk embrodered skrene, the be 
spare bed pillows an japnese silk quilts, tables, dish( 
china — besides having rummidged in evry buro. I tell you 
Skyler is rathy to find so many his things gone, his love- 
leters read, his fotografs skatered about, his dirks, sords 
razors, the whiskholders the girls made him, his uniform 
• he blongs to the seventh regiment in, his suspenders, lots 
of things gone, too numerous to menshun. 

Mrs. grant is glad she had the solid silver stored in 
tifanys valts. Skyler is going to get a detective to look 
where the things canot be found, like they alwus do. 

He has got one ; he brot him to the house an the fello 
made a thoro surch of the premises ; he says he is con- 
vinsed the birglar came in the house thru the skilite. I 
should not wunder if that proved to be a fack. If the 
birglar did not I know some one else that entered thru 
ours this morning when it was open ; first I thot it was a 
skeleton, then I was sirtin it was a gost^ — was resolfed to 
see wether it was mortal or a gost, so I cald it very sofly 
** Kity, Kity, Kity," — it turned an fled. Of course it was 
the spirit of Mr. bunner's cat. When it reconized little 
jonny, who had nailed it up to kepe it safe from dogs an 
boys wile he was away for the summer it gave one leep on 
to the roof, when jonny's hed apered above the surfas 
of the skilite it gave another leep on to the telafone 
wires go over our roof, an there it turned an hist an 
spit like a demon. It was thin as a shingle, its ^y^ were 
like big balls of fire, I never should have knone it was 
mr. bunner's cat's spirit if it had not bin I saw the place 
where I cut off haf of i of its ears onse to do as it says 
in the books, " make a silk purse out of a souse ear," 
only it was a cat's ear. I crep down in the atic an 
got Skylers shot gun but when I got back the gost 
had disapered. Somthing els had not disapered. It 
was a man's head came out of Mr. Grant's skilite. I was 
so scart I neerly shot the man's head, one barel went off 
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with a bang but he was not kild ; I was so fritened I 
dropped it down on the atic floor, it cot on something an 
went off two — it was a mersy I had prepared, cause my 
mother was caling for me to obay her an come down an 
be punisht for her having to get the plummers to come an 
fix the washbole in her room that had got out of order 
on akount of jonny poring in it wot was left of some glue 
he had made out of plaster parish to mend Daisy's big 
doll's leg caus she cride to have it mended when it got 
broke letting it fall out the front windo an then screming 
" o my little sister," so a poliseman an two gentlemen run 
an pict her up, thinking it was a live baby fell out tfe 
window, so the poliseman was mad but the uther 2 laffed, 
an I tride to mend the doll — so, as I have ritten, my mother 
was caling and I was providenshaly prepared with the air 
quishing I got at the pawnbrokers — so when the dubble 
barel shot gun went off when it fell it wood have kild 
little jonny had it not been the shot went strait thro the 
quishon — but it ruind the quishin, I can never blow it up 
agen — it can .only be used as a siv or peperbox ; but the 
strangest part of my story comes in here, as it says in 
books. 

The man's head was the detectiv Skyler had got he 
was looking for a clue to the birglar. when he herd the 
gun go off twise he was foUode by Skyler; they came 
down into our atic to see if that charles child was hurt ; 
they found my air quishin was riddled with shot but little 
jonny was all rite — as lishul. 

" You couldn kill that boy if you tride ! " said Sky ; he 
apered disgusted caus I was not dead. " Hallo, thats my 
gun ! " adid he, "how did you come by it youngster } that's 
one of the mising artikles, mr. Pinkerton." 

" Ah, perhaps this is the clue we are in sirch of," replies 
the detectiv looking sharply at me, then around the atic. 

About half our atic is borded off to make a splendid 
play room for the children in wet wether, it is in there I 
have bin playing my new game of solitare when I was so 
quiet my mama thot I was reding a book. He looked in 
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there an then he looked at me ; a carbonic smile spred 
over his fechurs, "step this way, Mr. Grant— do you 
reconise any these things ?" " O jonny if you were only 
three per cent, better than you ar, we should have to give 
you a fare trial by gury an have you hung," said Skyler. 
" What on erth made you lug all this stuff over here for r 
I had to ecsplane to him it was the Palas of the geni. I 
had to have pirshan rugs an mirors an silk quilts. I had 
slep there four nights now, caus I was a geni an had to 
sleep in my palas. I tol him I wood bring the things back 
as soon as the spell was broken, but it wood last i day 
longer, then Mrs. Grant mite have her furnicher. I was 

very unesy when Mr. pinkerton steped on one the rugs 

" if you do not get off that carpet, Mr. pinkerton, pleas," 
said I, " I am afraid you will rise up an disapere before you 
know it, it belongs to the geni." So he steped off— I gess 
he was afrade he wood sale thro the roof. " It is not safe 
for the geni to meddle with other peple's propity, in this 
country," said he, laffing, " it may do in turky or arabia 
but not here. You better rub your Magic Lamp an make 
these things fly back where they belong "—but they wooden 
fly. Patrik an their man had to carry them back i by i. 
I had to sleep in my own room las nite ; but I escaped 
the whiping, becaus when mama came up to see where the 
birglar had hided her nabor's things she was so sirprised 
she forgot all about the plaster parish. 

I was glad to get back to my sundy scool. My techer 
askt me had her favrit Pewpil bin a good boy all sum- 
mer? I told her I had tride hard tho I had not 
alwas sukseded. She advised me not to be wery in well 
doing, but I did not hear all she said I was so busy 
waching Mr. bunner's Cat who had some how got in the 
galry shortly after I arived. When we began our him 
that cat began too ; she beat the ntire class, an put on a 
corus at the end of evry verse. The sextant was cald but 
he could not each her. Sevral boys thot they better help 

him, as it was late an thepewoners beginning to drop in 

the more they tride, the more she wood not be cot she 
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hist, spit, houled, jumped from pew to pew— the church 
was filling, the sextant in despare— I aSkt mite I .help too 
— but the instanse that crichur saw little jonny up in the 
galry, she made a flying leap of bout 30 feet, an landed on 
top the organ ; there shestuk like she was afraid of falling 
off, glaring down with her grate green eys. You bet, I 
wood give all my mishnary money if that cat had still got 
her fethers.on— it wood be fun. The congregashun all 
arived, the minister came in ; he did not see the cat, but 
said his first prayr, read off the page of the him, then the 
Organ began to play very loud an solium. I think it 
mus have exasprated the cat, or scart her. She sweld 
up an joined in. I don't know wether the anmal or 
the instrument made the most music ; I only know 
we had to dispens with the quire— they wood not sing 
with the cat— finely it was wisperd round it was a mad 

cat peple got up an went out of church ; then the 

minister an sextant tride to make it come down till I gess 
thui dinner was spoilt. Suddenly I membered my lasso 
was in my pocket cause I put it there to have a little quiet 
respeckful fun on my way to sundy scool — the nex 
instance I had her around the neck an jirked her down. 
" O thank you, jonny ! what a brave skilful child of your 
age — choke her, choker, jonny, she is going to spring ! but 
don't hurt her more than is nessesary. Sextant, run in 
the rectory an ask for the cloroform — she mus die, but we 
will give her a painless xit." Our minister belongs to Mr. 
Bergh's sosiety, so he cloroformd her— she is gone at last, 
poor thing! an little jonny had a nicer time than he 
ecspected his first sundy home. 

My goodnes, there is that cats gost walkt past my 
windo jus now ! After she was burid 3 feet deep she mus 
have got over the cloroform an scrached her way out ! I 
wonder how many of her lives are ded now—she cant 
have many left. 

p.S. — By the Editor. — Little Johnny started for day- 
school bright and early on Monday moming> in good 
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,1th and excellent spirits, kissing his hand to his little 

er at the window as he trotted down the street. Though 

eek has since elapsed, that is the last tidings we have 

him. If the sewer-grating at the corner had opened 

and swallowed the poor child and washed him out into 

the bay, he could not have disappeared more utterly. 

Willy Grant thinks he has gone on board the Galveston 

steamer, just as she sailed, to see the captain ; but Bobby 

Buttons is almost si^re he intended to visit Brooklyn, by 

way of the bridge, and has fallen through. Whatever 

may prove to be Johnny's fate, his queer little Diary has 

come to a sudden termination. " Whom the gods love 

die young " — he was too good a boy to live long. 



THE END. 



Woodfall & Kinder, Printers, Milford Lane, Strand, London, W.G. 
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OUTLEDGE'S 

ENNY SERIES 

the above titie, Mbssbs. GEOBGB BOUTLEDGE & SONS are about to 
a series of the Oheapett Standard Books for Youth ever published in this or i:. 
iT conntry. Bach book will contain from .64 to 80 large Pages, in Threo 
mns. Brevier Type, with from 40 to 80 I!ln?tratio»8, well Printed by the best 
tnicn Printers, and Stitched in a Darable Paper Cover. 



BOBINSON CRUSOE. With 40 Illnstrations by J. D. Watsok. 80 pp. 
THE SWISS FAMILY ROBIHSON. With 40 Illastrations. 
SANDFOBD and MERTQN. With 70 lUnstrations. 
GRIMM'S FAIRY TALES. With 70 Illastrations. 
ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES. With 60 Illastrations. 
THE BOY'S OWN NATURAL HISTORY. With 800 

IlltiBtrationB. 
iBSOFS FABLES. With 100 Illustrations. 

THE ABAuBIAN NIGHTS. With 40 Illustrations. 

Edition of the Ingoldshy Legends, 



HEATING'S 

COUGH 
LOZENGES, 

BEST AND SUBE BEMEDY FOR 

COUGHS, 

ASTHMA, 
BRONCHITIS. 

Sold in Tins, Is. lid, each. 



WONDERFUL INFANT'S MEDICINE. 

le days of dragging infants to sleep when the poor children are snffering from Gi ipes, 
1, and Colic, it is ^freshing to know that Keating, the well-known Chemist, introduces r. 
bla onre (the relief is almost instant, the child at once ceasing to be troubled), guwromteed 
from any Sedativ* in <my form whatever — ^it is emphatically a pure Rpd simple natural 
Jy, it is cqjled 

BSE EDDA'S BABY SOOTHEE. 

Price^a. per bottle, of any Chemist, who will obtain it if not kept in his stock, or free 
j by post for 12 stamps. ^^ 

THOMAS KEATING, CHEMIST, LONDON. 
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SOAP 

A Specialty for the Complexion. 

Recommended by Sm Erasmus Wilson, F.R.S., late President 
of the Royal College of Surgeons of England^ as 

"THE MOST REFRESHIHG AW) AGREEABLE OF BALMS FOR THE SKB." 



MdME. AdeliNA PattI writes :— '/ I have 

found Pears' Soap matchless for the hands and complexion^ 

Mrs LangtRY writes : — " Since using Peaics 

Soap for the hands and complexion, / have discarded all 
others!' 

Mdme. Marie Roze (Prima Donna, Her 

Majesty s Theatre) writes :— '* For preserving the com- 
plexion, keeping the skin soft, free from redness and xn^^gh- 
ness, and the hands in nice condition, Pears* Soap is the 
finest preparation in the world !^ 

Miss Mary Anderson writes :—'' I have 

used Pears! Soap for two years witH the greatest satisfac- 
tion, for I find it the very best'' 



PEARS' SOAP— Sold. Everywhere. 
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